












MR. JAMES THOMSON, v

th-rough the rudenefs of young *Thomfon's puerile elTays,

a fund of genius well deferving culture and encou-

ragement. He undertook therefore, with the father's

approbation, the chief direction cf his ftudies, fur-

nimed him with the proper books, corrected his per-

formances ; and was daily rewarded with the pleasure

of feeing his labour fo happily employed.

THE other reverend gentleman, Mr. Gujthar: t

one of the miniiiers of Edinburgh, and fenior

of the Chapel Royal, was no lefs ferviceable to

Mrs. ^bomfon in the management of her little affairs ;

which, after the deceafe of her hulband, burdened aa

fte was with a family of nine children, required the

prudent counfels and afliftance of that faithful and

generous friend.

Si R William Btnnet likewife, well known for his gay
humour and ready poetical wit, was highly delighted

with our young poet, and ufed to invite him to pafs the

furnmer vacation at his country feat : a fcene of life

which Mr. 'Fbcmfon always remembered with particular

pleafure. But what he wrote during that time, either

to entertain Sir William and Mr. Riccarton, or for his

own amufement, he deftroyed every new year's day ;

committing his little pieces to the flames, in their due

osder; and crowning the folemnity with a copy of

verfes, in which were humorouily recited tae fevcral'

grounds of their condemnation.

A 3 AFTER
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AFTER the ufual courfe of fchool education, under

an able mailer at Jedburgh, Mr. Thomfon was fent to the

Univerfity of Edinburgh. Bat in the fecond year of

his admiflion, his ftudies were for fome time interrupted

by the death of his father ; who was carried off fo fud-

denly, that it was not poflible for Mr. ^bomfon, with

all the diligence he could ufe, to receive his laft blef-

fing. This affecled him to an uncommon degree ; and

his relations ftill remember fome extraordinary inftan-

ces of his grief and filial duty on that occafion.

MRS. Thomfon, whofe maiden name was Hume, and

who was co-heirefs of a ftnall eftate in the country,

did not fink under this misfortune. She confulted her

friend Mr. Gufthart ; and having, by his advice,

mortgaged her moiety of the farm, repaired with her

family to Edinburgh ; where flie lived in a decent fru-

gal manner, till her favourite fon had not only finifhed

his academical courfe, but was even diftinguilhed

and patronized as a man of genius. She was, herfelf,

a perfon of uncommon natural endowments ; poffeffed

of every focial and domeftic virtue ; with an imagi-

nation, for vivacity and warmth, fcarce inferior to

her fon's, and which raifed her devotional exercifes

to a pitch bordering on enthufiafm.

BUT whatever advantage Mr. Tbomfon might derive

from the complexion of his parent, it is certain he

owed much to a religious education ; and that his

early
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early acquaintance with the facred writings contri-

buted greatly to ihat/ublime, by which his works will

be for ever diftinguiihed. In his firft pieces, the Sea-

fons, we fee him at once aflume the majeftic freedom

of an Eaftern writer; feizing the grand images as they

rife, cloathing them in his own expreffive language,

and preferving, throughout, the grace, the variety,

and the dignity which belong to a jaft compofitton .

unhurt by the ftiffnefs of formal method.
.

ABOUT this time, the fludy of poetry was become

general in Scotland, the beft Englljh authors being

univerfaliy read, and imitations of them ;

Addifon had lately difplayed the beauties of Miitot?*

immortal work ; and his remarks on it, together with

Mr. Pepis celebrated EJay, had opened the way to an

acquaintance with the belt poets and critics.

BUT the moft learned critic is not always the beft

judge of poetry ; tafte being a gift of nature, the

want of which, Ariftotle and Bojfit cannot fupply ; nor

even the ftudy of the belt originals, when the reader's

faculties are not tuned in a certain confonance to thofe

of the poet : and this happened to be the cafe with

certain learned gentlemen, into whofe hands a few of

Mr. Thomforfs firil effays had fallen. Some inaccu-

racies of (lile, and thofe luxuriancies which a young
writer can hardly avoid, lay open to their cavils and

cenfure; fo far indeed they might be competent
A 4 judges :
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judges : but the fire and enthufiafm of the poet had

entirely efcaped their notice. Mr. Thomfon, however,

confcious of his own ftrength, was not difcouraged by
this treatment ; efpecially as he had fome friends on

whofe judgment he could better rely, and who thought
-

very differently of his performances. Only, from

that time, he began to turn his views towards London ;

where works of genius may always expeft a candid

reception and due encouragement ; and an accident

foon after entirely determined him to try his fortune

there.

THE divinity chair at Edinburgh was then filled by

the reverend and learned Mr. Hamilton ; a gentleman

univerfally refpe&ed and beloved j and wh@ had

particularly endeared himfelf to the young divines

under his care, by his kind offices, his candor and

affability. Our author had attended his le&ures for

about a year, when there was prefcribed to him for

the fubject of an exercife, a Pfalm, in which the

power and majeily of God are celebrated. Of this

pfalm he gave a paraphrase and iiluftration, as the na-

ture of the exercife required j but in a ftile fo highly

poetical as furprized the whole audien-ce. Mr.

Hamilton, as his caflom was, complimented the ora-

tor upon his performance, and pointed out to the

iludents the moft mafterly flriking parts of it ; but at

laft, turning to Mr. Thomfon, he told him, fmiling,

that if he thought of being ufeful in the miniftry, he

nrui it
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mull keep a flricler rein upon his imagination, and

"exprefs himfeif in language more intelligible to an

ordinary congregation.

THIS gave Mr. Thwfcn to underfland, that his ex-

peftatiorrs from the (hid;/ of theology might be very

precarious ; even though the Church had been more

his free choice than probably it was. So that having,

foon after, received fome encouragement from a lady

of quality, a friend of his mother's, then in London,

he quickly prepared himfelf for his journey. And

although this encouragement ended in nothing bene:-

ficial, it ferved for the prefent as a good pretext, to

cover the imprudence of committing himfeif to the

wide world, unfriended and unpatronized, and with

the flender flock of money he was then pofTeffed of.

BUT his merit did not long lie concealed. Mr.

Forbes > afterwards Lord Prefident of the Seilion, then

-attending the fervice of Parliament, having feen a fpe-

cirr.en of Mr. Thorn/on* s poetry in Scotland, received

him very kindly, and recommended him to {bine of

his friends : particularly to Mr. Aikrnan. who lived, in

great intimacy with many perfons of difHnguifhect

rank and worth. This gentleman,, from a conno;.

in painting, was become a prolefs'd painter ; and hi-:

tafte being no lefs juft and delicate in the kindred art

of defcriptive poe,try, than in Ms own, no wor-der

that he foon conceived a 'riendfhjp for our author.

A 5 Wha:
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What a warm return he met with, and how Mr.

Thomfon was affected by his friend's premature death,

appears in the copy of verfes which he wrote on that

occafion.

IN the mean time, our author's reception, where-

cver he was introduced, emboldened him to rifque

the publication of his Winter : in which, as him-

felf was a mere novice in fuch matters, he was

kindly affifted by Mr. Mallet, then private tutor to his

Grace the Duke of Montrofe, and his brother the

Lord George Graham, fo well known afterwards as an

able and gallant fea officer. To Mr. Mallet he like-

wife owed his firft acquaintance with feveral of the

wits of that time ; an exact information of their

characters, perfonal and poetical, and how they flood

affected to each other.

THE Poem of Winter, publimed in March 1726,

was no fooner read than univerfally admired : thofe

only excepted who had not been ufed to feel, or to

look for, any thing in poetry, beyond a point of fati-

rical or epigrammatic wit, a fmart antithejts richly

trimmed with rhime, or the foftnefs of an elegiac com-

plaint. To fuch his manly claffical fpirit could not

readily recommend itfelf ; till after a more attentive

perufal, they had got the better of their prejudices,

and either acquired or affected a truer tafte. A few

others ftocd aloof, merely becaufe they had long be-

4 fore
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fore fixed the articles of their poetical creed, and re-

figned themfelves to an abfolute defpair of ever feeing

any thing new and original. Thefe were fomewhat

mortified to find their notions difturbed by the appear-

ance of a poet, who feemed to owe nothing but to

nature and his own genius. But, in a mort time,

the applaufe became unanimous ; every one wonder-

ing how fo many pictures, and pictures fo familiar,

mould have moved them but faintly to what they felr

in his defcriptions. His digrefliqns too, the over-

flowings of a tender benevolent heart, charm'd th

reader no lefs; leaving him in doubt, whether he

fhould more admire the Poet, or love the Man.

FROM that time Mr. Yhomfon's acquaintance was

courted by all men of tafte ; and feveral ladies of high

rank and diitinftion became his declared patronefies :

the Countefs of Hertford, Mifs Drelincourt, afterwards

Vifcountefs Primrofe, Mrs. Stanley, and others. But

the chief happinefs which his Winter procured him

was, that it brought him acquainted with Dr. Rundk,

afterwards Lord Bifhop of Deny : who, upon convert-

ing with Mr. Tbomfon, and finding in him qualities

greater fUll, and of more value, than thofe of a poet,

received him into his intimate confidence and friend-

fnip ; promoted his character every where ; intro-

duced him to his great friend the Lord Chancel-

lor Talbct ; and, fome years after, when the eldeft

fon of that nobleman wa-s to make his tour of travel-

A 6 ling,
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ling, recommended Mr. Thomfon as a proper com-

panion for him. His affection and gratitude to Dr,.

Rundle, and his indignation at the treatment that

worthy prelate had met with, are finely expreffed ia

his poem to the memory of Lord Talbot. The true

caufe of that undeferved treatment has been fecreted

from the public, as well as the dark manoeuvres that

were employed : but Mr. Tbomfon, who had accefs to

the bell information, places it to the account of

Slanderous zeal, and Clitics infirm*

Jealous of

MEANWHILE, our poet's chief care had been, in

return for the public favour, to finim the plan which

their wiihes laid out for him ;
and the expectations

which his Winter had raifed, were fully fatisfied

hy the fucceiliv.e publication of the other Seafons : of

Summer, in the year 1727 ; of Springy in the begin-

ning of the following year; and viAutumn, in a quarto

edition of his works, printed in 1730.

IN that edition, the S.enfons are placed in their na-

tural order : and crovvn'd with that inimitable Hymn;

in which we view them in their beautiful fucceflion,

as one whole, the immediate effect of infinite Power and

Goed/iefe. In imitation of the Hebrew Bard, all nature

is called forth to do homage to the Creator, and the

reader
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reader is left enraptur'd in filent adoration and

praife.

BESIDES thefe, and his tragedy of Sopbonijla, writ-

ten,, and a&ed with applaufe, in the year 1729, Mr,

Fbomfon had, in 1727, pubiifhed his poem to the Mer

mory of Sir Ifaac Newton, then lately deceafed ; con-

taining a deferred encomium of that incomparable

man, with an account of his chief difcoveries ; fur

blimely poetical; and yet fo juft, that an ingenious

foreigner, the Count Algarctti, takes a line out of it

for the text of his philosophical dialogues,.II Neutonia-

mfmoper le dame : this was in part owing to the afiif-

tance he had of his friend Mr. Gray, a gentleman
well verfed in the Iftwtaman Philofophy* who, on that

occafion, gave him a very exa<S, though general, ah-

flraft of its principles.

THAT fame year, the refentment of our merchants,

for the interruption of their trade by the Spaniards in

America, running very high, Mr. Thorn/on zealouily

took p^rt in it j and wrote his poem Britannia, to

rouffe the nation to revenge. And- although this piece

is the lefs read that its fubjecl was but accidental and

temporary ; the fpirited generous fentiments that en-

rich it, can never be out of feafon : they will at leaft re-

main a monument of that love of his country, that der

ruction, to the public, which he is ever inculcating a.s

the



xisr THE LIFE OF
the perfection of virtue, and which none ever felt

more pure, or more intenfe, than himfelf.

OUR author's poetical fiudies were now to be in-

terrupted, or rather improved, by his attendance on

the honourable Mr. Charles Ballot in his travels. A
delightful tafk indeed ! endowed as that young no-

bleman was by nature, and accomplifhed by the care

and example of the beft of fathers, in whatever could

adorn humanity : graceful of perfon, elegant in man-

ners and addrefs, pious, humane, generous ; with an

exquifite tafte in all the finer arts.

WITH this amiable companion and friend, Mr.

Thomfon vifited moft of the courts and capital cities of

Europe', and returned with his views greatly enlarged;

not of exterior nature only, and the works of art, but

of human life and manners, of the conftitution and

policy of the feveral dates, their connexions, and

their religious inftitutions. How particular and judi-

cious his obfervations were, we fee in his poem of

Liberty, begun foon after his return to EnglatTtl.
We

fee, at the fame time, to what a high pitch his love

of his country was raifed, by the comparifons he had

all along been making of our happy well-poifed

government with thofe of other nations. To infpire

his fellow-fubje&s with the like fentiments ; and to

fhew them by what means the precious freedom we

enjoy
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enjoy may be preferved, and how it may be abufed

or loft ; he employed two years of his life in compof-

ing that noble work : upon which, confcious of the

importance and dignity of the fubjeft, he valued him-

felf more than upon all his other writings.

WHILE Mr. Fhomfon was writing the Firft Part of

Liberty* he received a fevere mock by the death of

his noble friend and fellow traveller : which was

foon followed by another that was feverer ftill,

and of more general concern ; the death of Lord

Talbot himfelf ; which Mr. Thomfon fo pathetically

and fo juflly laments in the poem dedicated to his

memory. In him, the nation faw itfelf deprived of

an uncorrupted patriot, the faithful guardian of their

rights, on whofe wifdom and integrity they had

founded their hopes of relief from many tedious vexa-

tions : and Mr. Tbomfont befides his mare in the gene-
ral mourning, had to bear all the affliction which a

heart like his could feel, for the perfon whom, of all

mankind, he moft revered and loved. At the fame

time, he found himfelf, from an eafy competency,
reduced to a ftate of precarious dependance, in which

he pafled the remainder of his life ; excepting only the

two laft years of it, during which he enjoyed the

place of Surveyor-General of the Leeward ljlands y

procured for him by the generous friendihip of my
Lord Lyttelton.

IMME-
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IMMEDIATELY upon his return to England with,

Mr. Talbot, the Chancellor had made him his fecre-

tary of Briefs ; a place of little attendance, fuiting

his retired indolent way of life, and equal to all his

wants. This place fell with his patron ; and although
the noble Lord, who fucceeded to Lord Talbot in of-

fice, kept it vacant for fome time, probably till

Mr. Tbomfan fhould apply for it, he was fo difpirited-,

and fo lifllefs to every concern of that kind, that he

never took one ftep in the affair : a neglect which his

belt friends greatly blamed in him.

YET could not his genius be depreiTed, or his temr

per hurt, by this reverfe of fortune. He refumed,

with time, his ufual chearfulnefs, and never abated

one article in his way of living; which, though fimple,

was genial and elegant. The profits arifmg from his

works were not inconfiderable ; his tragedy of Ago.

mannon, acled in 1738, yielded a good fum ; Mr,

MiHa? was always at hand, to anfwer, or even to

prevent, his. demands ; ar.d he had a. fiiend or two

befides, v/hofe hearts, he knew, were not contracted

by the ample fortunes they had acquired ; who

would, of themfelves, interpofe, if they faw any oc-

cafjon for it,

BUT his chief dependance, during this long

interval, was on the protection and bounty of His

Royal Higbnefs FREDERIC Prince of Wales ; who,

upon
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upon the recommendation of Lord Lyttelton, then

his chief favourite, fettled on him a handfome al-

lowance. And afterwards, when he was intro-

duced to his Royal Highnefs, that excellent prince,

who truly was what Mr. Tbcxtfon paints him, the

friend of mankind and of merit, received him very gra-

eioufly, and ever after honoured him with many marks

of particular favour and confidence. A circumftance,

which does equal honour to the patron and the poet,

ought not here to be omitted ; that my Lord Lyttcl*

itae's recommendation came altogether unfollicited,

and long before Mr. Tksmfsn was perfocaliy known no

him.

IT happened, however, that the favour of his

Royal Highnefs was in one inftance of fome preju-

dice to our author; in the refufal of a licence for his

tragedy of Edward and Eleoncra, which he had pre-

pared for Vhe ftage in the year 1739. The reader

may fee that this play contains not a line which

could juftly give offence ; but the miniftry, ftill fore

from certain pafquinades, which had lately produced

the ftage-aft; and as little fatisfied with fame parts of

the prince's political conduct, as he was with their

management of the public affairs ; would not rifque

the reprefentation of a piece written under his

eye, and, they might probably think, by his com-

mand.

Tius
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THIS refufal drew after it another; and in a way

which, as it is related, was rather ludicrous. Mr.

Pater/on, a companion of Mr. Tbomfon, afterwards his

deputy and then hisfucceftr in the general-furveyorfhip,

ufed to write out fair copies for his friend, when fuch

were wanted for the prefs or for the ftage. This gentle-

man likewife courted the tragic mufe; and had taken

for his fubjed, the {lory of Arminius the German hero*

But his play, guiltlefs as it was, being prefented for

a licence, no fooner had the cenfor caft his eyes on the

hand-writing in which he had feen Edward and

Ekonora, than he cried out, Away with it ! and the

author's profits were reduced to what his bookfeller

could afford for a tragedy in diftrefs.

MR. Thorn/on''s next dramatic performance was

the Mafque of Alfred; written, jointly with Mr,

Mallet, by command of the Prince of Wales* for the

entertainment of His Royal Highnefs's court, at his

fummer-refidence. This piece, with fome alterations,

and the mufic new, has fmce been brought upon the

ftage by Mr. Mallet : but the edition we give is

from the original* as it was aftetl at Clifden, in the

year 1740, on the birth-day of Her Royal Highnefs
the Princefs Augufta*

IN the year 1745, his ^Tancred and Sigifmunda,

taken from the novel in Gil Bias, was performed with

applaufe ; and from the deep romantic diftrefs of the

lovers,
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lovers, continues to draw crowded houfes. The fuc-

cefs of this piece was indeed enfured from the firft,

by Mr. Garrick and Mrs. Gibber, their appearing in

the principal characters ; which they heightened and

adorned with all the magic of their never-failing art.

HE had, in the mean time, been finifhing his

Caflle of Indolence, in two Canto's. It was, at firft,

little more than a few detached (lanzas, in the way of

raillery on himfelf, and on fome of his friends, who

would reproach him with indolence ; while he thought

them, at lead, as indolent as himfelf. But he faw

very foon, that the fubjeft deferved to be treated more

ferioufly, and in a form fitted to convey one of the

moft important moral leflbns.

THE ftanza which he ufes in this work is that of

Spenfer, borrowed from the Italian poets ; in which

he thought rhimes had their proper place, and were

even graceful : the compafs of the ftanza admitting
an agreeable variety of final founds ; while the fenfe

of the poet is not cramped or cut fhort, nor yet too

much dilated: as muft often happen, when it is par-

celled out into rhimed couplets ; the ufual meafure,

indeed, of our
elegy

and fatire ; but which always

weakens the higher poetry, and, to a true ear, will

fometimes give it an air of the burlefque.

THIS was the lafl piece Mr. Yhomfon himfelf pub-

liflied ; his tragedy of Coriolanus being only pre-

pared
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pared for the theatre, when a fatal accident robbed the-

world of one of the belt men, and bell poets, that

lived in it.

HE had always been a timorous horfeman ; and'

more fo, in a road where numbers of giddy or unfkil-

fal riders are continually palling :, fo that when the

weather did not invite him to go by water, he would

commonly walk the di&arvce between London and Rich-

tnonJ, with any acquaintance that offered ; with whom
he might chat and reft himfelf, or perhaps dine, by the

way. One fummer evening,, being atone*, in his

walk from town to Hammerftnitb, he had overheated

himfelf, and in that condition, imprudently took a

boat to carry him to Kew ; apprehending no bad

confequence from the chill air on the river, whicli

Jhis w.alk to his.houfe, at the upper end of JCew-

lane, had always hitherto prevented. But, now, the

cold had fo feized him, that next day he found him-

felf in a high fever, fo much the more to be dreaded

that he v/as of a fall habit. This however, by the

ufe of proper medicines, was removed, fo that he

was thought to be out of danger : till the fine weather

having tempted him to expofe himfelf once more

to the evening dews, his fever returned with vio-

lence, and with fuch fymptoms as left no hopes
of a cure. Two days had patted before his re-

lapfe was known in town ; at lail Mr. Mitchell and

Mr. Reid, with Dr. Armftrong* being informed of it,

ported out at midnight to his affiilance : but alas ! came-

only
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only to endure a fight of all others the moft mock-

ing to nature, the laft agonies of their beloved friend.

This lamented death happened on the 27 th day of

174$.

His teflamentary executors were, the Lord
"Lyttel-

ton, whofe care of our poet's fortune and fame ceafed

not with his life; and Mr. Mitchell, a gentleman

equally noted for the truth and conftancy of his pri-

vate friendfhips, and for his addrefs and fpirit as a

public minifter. By their united intereft, the orphan

play of Coriolanus was brought on the ftage to the

belt advantage : from the profits of which, and th.e

fale of manufcripts, and other effects, all demands

were duly fatisfied, and a handfome fum remitted to

his filters. My Lord Lytteltoifs prologue to this piece

was admired as one of the beft that had ever been

written; the \ttft. /poken it certainly was. The fym-

pathizing audience faw that, then indeed, Mr. Quin

was no after; that the tears he fhed, were thofe of

real friendfhip and grief.

Ma. <

I'bcmfon''?> remains were depofited in the

church of Richmond, under a plain (lone, without any

inicription: nor did his brother poets at all exert

themlelves on the occafion, as they had lately done

for one who had been the terror of poets all his life-

time. This fiknce furnimed matter to one of hi?

jricnds for an excellent fatirical epigram, which we

are
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are forry we cannot give the reader. Only one

gentleman, Mr. Col/ins, who had lived fome time at

Richmondt but forfook it when Mr. Thomfon died,

wrote an Ode to his memory. This, for the dirge-

like melancholy it breathes, and the warmth of af-

fection that feems to have dictated it, we mail fubjoin

to the prefent account.

OUR author himfelf hints, fomewhere in his works,

that his exterior was not the moft promifmg; his

make being rather robuft than graceful : though it is

known that in his youth he had been thought
handfome. His worft appearance was, when you faw

him walking alone, in a thoughtful mood : but let a

friend accoft him, and enter into converfation, he

would inftantly brighten into a moft amiable afpecl,

his features
1 no longer the fame, and his eye darting

a peculiar animated fire. The cafe was much alike

in company ; where, if it was mixed, or very nume-

rous, he made but an indifferent figure : but with a

few felect friends, he was open, fprightly, and enter-

taining. His wit flowed freely, but pertinently,

and at due intervals, leaving room for every one to

contribute his mare. Such was his extreme fenfibility,

fo perfect the harmony of his organs with the fenti-

ments of his mind, that his looks always announced,
and half expreffed, what he was about to fay ; and
his voice correfponded exactly to the manner and de-

gree in which he was affeaed. This fenfibility had

one
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one inconvenience attending it, that it rendered him

the very vvoril reader of good poetry : a fonnet, or a

copy of tame verfes, he could manage pretty well ;

or even improve them in the reading : but a paflage

of Virgil, Milton, or Sbakefpeare, would fometimes

quite opprefshim, that you could hear little elfe than

fome ill-articulated founds, rifing as from the bottom

of his breaft.

HE had improved his tafte upon the beft originals,

ancient and modern; but could not bear to write

what was not ftriclly his own, what had not more im-

mediately itruck his imagination, or touched his

heart : fo that he is not in the leall concerned in that

queftion about the merit or demerit of imitators. What

he borrows from the ancients, he gives us in an avow-

ed faithful paraphrafe or tranflation ; as we fee in a

few paflages taken from Virgil, and in that beautiful

picture from Pliny the elder, where the courie, and

gradual increafe of the Nile, are figured by the ftages

of man's life.

THE autumn was his favourite feafon for poetical

compofition, and the deep filence of the night, the

time he commonly chofe for fuch ftudies ; fo that he

would often be heard walking in his library, till near

morning, humming over, in his way, what he was to

correct and write out next day.

THE
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THE amufements of his leifure hours were civil and

natural hiftory, voyages, and the relations of travel-

lers, the moft authentic he could procure : and had

his fituation favoured it, he would certainly have ex-

celled in gardening, agriculture, and every rural im-

provement and exercife. Although he performed on

no inftrument, he was paflionately fond of mufic, and

would fometimcs liften a full hour at his window to

the nightingales in Richmond gardens. While abroad,

he had been greatly delighted with the regular Italian

drama, fuch isMftafldfa writes; as it is there heigh-

tened by the -charms of the beft voices and inftru-

ments ; and looked upon our theatrical entertainments

as, in one refpeft, naked and imperfed, when com-

pared with the ancient, or with thofe of Italy ; wifh-

ing fometimes that a chorus, at leaft, and a better re-

citatit't, could be introduced.

NOR was his tafte lefs exquifite in the arts vfpaint-

ing t fculpture, and architecture. In his travels, he

had feen all the molt celebrated monuments of anti-

quity, and the beft productions of modern art ; and

itudied them fo minutely, and with fo true a judg-

ment, that in fome of his descriptions, in the poem
of Liberty, we have the mailer-pieces there mentioned

placed in a lironger light perhaps than if we faw them

with our eyes ; at leaft more juitly delineated than in

any other account extant: fo fuperior is a natural tafte

of tfce grand and beautiful, to the traditional IcfTons

5 of
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of a common virtuafo. His collection of prints, and

fome drawings from the antique, are now in the pof-

feffion of his friend Mr. Gray ofRichmond HilL

A s for his more diftinguiming qualities ofw/Wand

heart j they are better reprefented in his writings, than

they can be by the pen of any biographer. There,

his love of mankind, of his country and friends ; his

devotion to the Supreme Being) founded on the moil

elevated and juft conceptions of his operations and

providence, mine out in every page. So unbounded

was his tendernefs of heart, that it took in even the

brute creation: judge what it muft have been towards

his own fpecies. He is not indeed known, through

his whole life, to have given any perfon one moment's

pain, by his writings or otherwife. He took no part

in the poetical fquabbles which happened in his time;

and was refpe&ed and left undifturbed by both fides.

lie would even refufe to take.offence when he juftly

might ; by interrupting any perfonal ftory that was

brought him, with fome jell, or fome humorous apo-

logy for the offender. Nor was he ever feen ruffled

or difcompofed, but when he read or heard of fome

flagrant in ftance of injuflice, oppreflion, or cruelty:

then, indeed, the flrongeft marks of horror and in-

dignation were vifible in his countenance.

THESE amiable virtues, this divine temper of mind,

did not fail of their due reward. His friends loved

a him
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him with an enthufiaftic ardor, and lamented his un-

timely fate in the manner that is ftill frefh in every

one's memory ; the bell and greateft men of his time

honoured him with their friendfhip and protection ;

the applaufe of the public attended every appearance

he made; the adlors, of whom the more eminent

were his friends and admirers, grudging no pains to

do juftice to his tragedies. At prefent indeed, if

we except Tancred, they are feldom called for; the

Simplicity of his plots, and the models he worked

after, not fuiting the reigning tafte, nor the impa-
tience of an Englljh theatre. They may hereafter

come to be in vogue : but we hazard no comment or

conjedlure upon them, or upon any part of Mr.

tflomfon's works ; neither need they any defence or

apology, after the reception they have had at home,
and in the foreign languages into which they have

been translated. We fliall only fay, that, to judge
from the imitations of his manner, which have been

following him clofe, from the very firft publication of

Winter, he feems to have fixed no inconfiderable aera.

of the EugHJh poetry.

ODE
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ODE
ON THE

DEATH of Mfc. THOMSON.
By Mr. C O L L I N S.

The fcene of the following ftanzas is fuppofed". to

lie on the Thames near Riclmond,

r.

IN
yonder grave a Druid lies

Where flowly winds the Healing wave !'

The year's bell fweets fhall duteous rife

To deck, its- Poet's fylvan grave !

ir.

In yon deep bed of whifp'ring reeds.

His airy harp
*

lhall now be laid,

That he, whofe.heart in forrow bleeds,.

May love thro' life the foothing

* The harpof^otus, of wbich Tce^ a defcriptioa J

CASTLE OF INDOLENCE.

a 2
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Then maids and youths ihall linger here,

And while its founds at diftance fwell,

Shall fadly feem in Pity's ear,

To hear the Woodland Pilgrim's knell.

IV.

Remembrance oft mail haunt the more

When Thames in fummer wreaths is dreft,

And oft fufpend the dafliing oar

To bid his gentle Ipirit reft !

V.

And oft as Eafe and Health retire

To breezy lawn, or foreit deep,

The friend mail view yon whitening
*

fpire,

And 'mid the varied landfcape weep.

VI.

But Thou, who own'ft that earthy bed,

Ah ! what will every dirge avail ?

Or tears, which Love and Pity med

That mourn beneath the gliding fail !

* RICHMOND Church.

Yet
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VII.

Yet lives there one, whofe heedlefs eye

Shall (corn thy pale fhrine glimm'ring near ?

With him, fvveet bard, may Fancy die,

And Joy defert the blooming year.

VIII.

But thou, lorn ftream, whofe fullen tide

No fedge-crown'd Sifters now attend,

Now waft me from the green hill's fide

Whofe cold turf hides the buried friend !

IX.

And fee, the fairy valleys fade,

Dun Night has veil'd the folemn view !

Yet once again, dear parted made,

Meek Nature's Child, again adieu !

X.

The genial meads affign'd to blefs

Thy life, mail mourn thy early doom,
Their hinds, and fhepherd-girls mail drefs

With fimple hands thy rural tomb.

Long,
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XL

Long, long, thy ftone, and pointed clay,.

Shall melt the mufmg Briton's eyes,

> ! vales, and wild woods, ihall He fay,

In yonder grave Your Druid lies !.

THE
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The ARGUMENT.

\['be Jubje8 propcfed. Infcriled to the Countefs of

HARTFORD. The Sea/an is defended as it offers the

various parts of Nature, afcending from the lower M
the higher ; nvith digrejjions arijing from the fufyetf.

Its influence en inanimate Matter, on Vegetables, on

brute Jlnhnals, and lajl on Man ; concluding with

a dljjuajivs frcrn the wild and irregular pajjion of

oppofed to that ff a pure and happy kind.
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PRING.
COME,

gentle SPRING-, ethereal Mildnefs, come,

And from the bofom of yon dropping cloud,

While mufic wakes around, veil'd in a mower

Of ihadowing rofes, on our plains defcend.

O HARTFORD, fitted or to mine in courts 5

With unaffe&ed grace, or walk the plain

With innocence and meditation jsin'd

Jn foft aflemblage, liften to my fong,

Which thy own Seafon paints ; when Nature all

Is blooming and benevolent, like thee. xo

'AND fee where furly WINTER pafTes off,

Far to the north, and calls his ruffian blafts :

His blafts obey, and quit the howling hill,

The mattered foreft, and the ravag'd vale ;

While fofter gales fucceed, atwhofe kind touch, 15

DifTolving fnows in livid torrents loft,

The mountains lift their green heads to the fky.

As yet the trembling year is unconfirm'd,

And WINTER oft at eve refumes the breeze,

Chills the pale morn, and bids his driving fleets 20

Deform the day delightlefs : fo thst fcarce

The bittern knows his time, with bill ingulpht
B 2 To
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To {hake the founding marfh ; or from the Ihore

The plovers when to fcatter o'er the heath,

And fmg their wild notes to the liflening wafte. 25

AT laft from Aries rolls the bounteous fun,

And the bright BiJl receives him. Then no more

Th' expaniive atmofphere is cramp'd with cold ;

But, full of life and vivifying foul,

Lifts the light clouds fublime, and fpreads them thin, 30

Fleecy and white, o'er all-furrounding heaven.

FORTH fly the tepid airs ; and unconfin'd,

Unbinding earth, the moving foftnefs flrays.

Joyous, th' impatient hufbandraan perceives

Relenting Nature, and his lufty fleers 35

Drives from their flails, to where the well-us'd plough
Lies in the furrow, loofened from the froft.

There, unrefufing, to the harnefs'd yoke

They lend their fhoulder, and begin their toil,

Chear'd by the fimple fong and foari.ng lark. 40
Meanwhile incumbent o'er the fhining mare

The matter leans, removes th' obftrudling clay,

Winds the whole work, and fidelong lays the glebe.

W H-I T E thro' the neighbouring fields the fower flalks,

With meafur'd flep ; and liberal throws the grain 45

Into the faithful bofom of the ground :

The harrow follows harm, and fhuts the fcene.

BE gracious, HEAVEN ! for now laborious Man
Has done his part. Ye foflering breezes blow !

5 Ye
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Ye foftening dewsj* ye tender mowers, defcend ! 50
And temper all, thou world-reviving fun,

Into the perfecl year ! Nor ye who live

In luxury and eafe, in pomp and pride,

Think thefe loft themes unworthy of your ear :

Such themes as thefe the rural MARO fung -55

To wide-imperial ROME, in the full height

Of elegance and tafte, by GREECE refin'd.

In antient times, the facred plough employ'd
The kings, and awful fathers of mankind :

And fome, with whom compar'd your infeft-tribes 60

Are but the beings of a fummer's day,

Have held the fcale of empire, rul'd the florm

Of mighty war ; then, with unwearied hand,

Difdaining little delicacies, feiz'd

The plough, and greatly independent liv'd. 65

YE generous BRITONS, venerate the plough ;

And o'er your hills, and long withdrawing vales,

Let Autumn fpread his treafures to the fun,

Luxuriant and unbounded : as the fea,

Far thro' his azure turbulent domain, 70
Your empire owns, and from a thoufand {Tiores

Wafts all the pomp of life into your ports ;

So with fuperior boon may your rich foil,

Exuberant, Nature's better bleffings pour
O'er every land, the naked nations cloathe, 7 ^

And be th' exhauftlefs granary of a world !

B 2 NOR.
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NOR only thro' the lenient air this change,

Delicious, breathes ; the penetrative fun,

His force deep-darting to the dark retreat

Of vegetation, fets the fteaming Power 8c

At large, to wander o'er the verdant earth,

In various hues ; but chiefly thee, gay Green !

Thou fmiling Nature's univerfal robe !

United light and fhade ! where the fight dsvells

With growing flrength, and ever-new delight. 85.

FROM the moift meadow to the withered hill,

Led by the breeze, the vivid verdure runs,

And fwells, and deepens, to the cherifh'd eye.

The hawthorn whitens ; and the juicy groves

Put forth their buds, unfolding by degrees* 90
Till the whole leafy foreft (lands difphy'd,

In full luxuriance to the fighing gales ;

Where the deer ruftle thro' the twining brake,

And the birds fing conceal'd. At once, array'd

In all the colours of the rlufliing year, 95

By Nature's fvvift and fecret-working hand,

The garden giows, and fills the liberal air

With lavifh fragrance ; while the promis'd fruit

Lies yet a little embryo, unperceiv'd,

Within its crimfon folds. Now from the town 100

Buried in fmoke, and ileep, and noifom damps,
Oft let me wander o'er the dewy fields,

Where fredmefs breathes, and dafli the trembling drops

From the bent buih, as thro' the verdant maze

Of
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Of fweet-briar hedges I purfue rny walk ; 105

Or tafte the fmell of dairy ; or afcend

Some eminen.ce, AUGUSTA, in thy plains,

And fee the country, far diffus'd around,

One boundlefs bluih, one white-empurpled fhower

Of mingled bloffoms ; where the raptur'd eye 1 10

Hurries from joy to joy, and, hid beneath

The fair profufion, yellow Autumn fpies :

IF, brufh'd from Ruffian wilds, a cutting gale

Rife not, and fcatter from his humid wings

The clammy mildew ; or, dry-blowing, breathe 1 15

Untimely froft ; before whofe baleful blaft

The full-blown Spring thro* all her foliage mrinks,

Joylefs and dead, a wide-dejected wafte.

For oft, engender'd by the hazy north,

Myriads on myriads, infect armies warp 120

Keen in the poifon'd breeze ; and waileful eat,

Thro* buds and bark, into the blackened core,

Their eager way. A feeble race ! yet oft

The facred fons of vengeance ; on whofe courfe

Gorrofive famine waits, and kills the year. 125

To check this plague the (kilful farmer chaff,

And blazing flraw, before his orchard bums ;

Till, all involv'd in fmoke, the latent foe

From every cranny fuffocated falls :

Or fcatters o'er the blooms the pungent duft i jo
Of pepper, fatal to the frofty tribe :

Or, when th' envenom'd leaf begins to curl,

B 4 With
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With fprinkled water drowns them in their nefl ;

Nor, while they pick them up with bufy bill,

The little trooping birds unwifely fcares. 135

BE patient, (wains ; thefe cruel-feeming winds

Blow not in vain. Far hence they keep reprefs'd

Thofe deepening clouds on clouds, furcharg'd withrain>

That o'er the vaft Atlantic hither borne,

In endlefs train, would quench the fummer-blaze, 140

And, chearlefs, drown the crude unripen'd year.

THE north-eaft fpends his rage ; he now fnut up
Within his iron cave, th' effufive fouth

Warms the wide air, and o'er the void of heaven

Breathes the big clouds with vernal mowers diltent.

At firft a dufky wreath they Teem to rife, 1^6-

Scarce flaining ether ; but by fwift degrees,

In heaps on heaps, the doubling vapour fails

Along the loaded Iky, and mingling deep
Sits on th' horizon round a fettled gloom i 150
Not fuch as wintry-ftorms on mortals ihed,

Oppreffing life ; but lovely, gentle, kind,

And full of every hope and every joy,

The wifh of Nature. Gradual finks the breeze

Into a perfect calm ; that not a breath 155
Is heard to quiver thro* the clofmg woods,

Or ruftling turn the many-twinkling leaves

Of afpin tall. Th' uncurling floods, difFus'd

In glaiTy breadth, feem thro' dclufive lapfe

Forgetful
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Forgetful of their courfe. 'Tis fitence all, 160

And pleafmg expectation. Herds and flocks

Prop the dry fprig, and mute-imploring eye

The falling verdure. Hufh'd in mort fufpenfe,

The plumy people ilreak their wings with oil,

To throw the lucid moifture trickling off; 165

And wait th' approaching fign to itrike, at once,

Into the general choir. Even mountains, vales,

And foreits feem, impatient, to demand

The promis'd fweetnefs- Man fuperior walks

Amid the glad creation, muiing praife, 170
And looking lively gratitude. At lalt,

The clouds configa their treafures to the fields;

And, foftly making on the dimpled pool

Prelufive drops, let all their moiiture flow,.

In large eiTufion, o'er the frefhened. world- 1-5
The ueaiing fhower is fcarce to patter heard,

By fuch as wander thro' the foreft walks,

Beneath the umbrageous multitude of leaves.

But who can hold the made, while Heaven defcends

In univerfal bounty, fhedding herbs, 180

And fruits, and flowers, on Nature's ample lap ?

Swift fancy fir'd anticipates their growth ;

And, while the milky nutriment diftils,

Beholds the kindling country colour round.

THUS all day long the full-diilended clouds iS-

Ijndulge their genial ftcres, and well-fhowex'd earth,

Is deep enrich'd with vegetable life ;

B 5 Till,
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Till, in the weftern fky, the downward fun

Looks out, effulgent, from amid the flufh

Of broken clouds, gay-fhifting to his beam.

The rapid radiance inftantaneous ftrikes

Th* illumin'd mountain, thro' the foreft flreams,

Shakes on the floods, and in a yellow mift,

Far fmoaking o'er the interminable plain,

In twinkling myriads lights the dewy gems. 195

Moift, bright, and green, the landfkip laughs around.

Full fwell the woods ; their every mufic wakes,

Mix'd in wild concert with the warbling brooks

Increas'd, the diftant Heatings of the hills,

And hollovr lows refponfive from the vales, 200

Whence blending all the fweetened zephyr fprings.

Mean time refracted from yon eaftern cloud,

Beflriding earth, the grand ethereal bow

Shoots up immenfe ; and every hue unfolds,

In fair proportion running from the red, 205,

To where the voilet fades into the fky.

Here, awful NEWTON, the diflblving clouds

Form, fronting on the fun, thy fhowery prifm ;

And to the fage-inftrufted eye unfold

The various twine of light, by thee difclos'd 210

From the white mingling maze. Not fo the boy ;

He wondering views the bright enchantment bend,

Delightful, o'er the radiant fields, and runs

To catch the falling glory ; but amaz'd

Beholds th' amufive arch before him
fly, 215

Then vanilh quite away. Still night fucceeds,

A foftened
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A foftened made, and faturated earth

Awaits the morning-beam, to give to light,

Rais'd thro' ten thoufand different plaftic tubes,

The balmy treafures of the former day. 220

THEN fpring the living herbs, profufely wild,

O'er all the deep-green earth, beyond the power
Of botanift to number up their tribes :

Whether he fteals along the lonely dale,

In filent fearch ; or thro' the foreft, rank 225
With what the dull incurious weeds account,

Burfts his blind way ; or climbs the mountain-rock,

Fir'd by the nodding verdure of its brow.

With fuch a liberal hand has Nature flung

Their feeds abroad, blown them about in winds, 230
Innumerous mix'd them with the nurfmg mold,

The moiilening current, and prolific rain.

BUT who their virtues can declare ? who pierce,..

With vifion pure, into thefe fecret ftores

Of health, and life, and joy ? the food of Man, 23-
While yet he liv'd in innocence, and told

A length of golden years ; unflelh'd in bloo,\

A ftranger to the favage arts of life,

Death, rapine, carnage, furfeit, and dileafe j

The lord, and not the tyrant, of the world.. zi.^

THF firftfrefli dawn then wak'J the gladdened race

Of uncorrupted Man, nor blufa'd to fee

B 6 The
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The fluggard fleep beneath its facred beam :

For their light flumbers gently fum'd away ;

And up they rofe as vigorous as the funr 245.

Or to the culture of the willing glebe,

Or to the chearful tendance of the flock.

Meantime the fong went round ; and dance and fport,

Wifdom and friendly talk, fucceffive, ftole

Their hours away : while in the rofy vale 250
Love breath'd his infant fighs, from anguim free,

And full replete with blifs ; fave the fweet pain,

That, inly thrilling, but exalts it more.

Nor yet injurious ad, nor furly deed,

Was known among thofe happy fons of HEAVEN; 255
For reafon and benevolence were law.

Harmonious Nature too look'd fmiling on.

Clear (hone the ikies, cool'd with eternal gales,

And balmy fpirit all. The youthful fun

Shot his beft rays, and ftill the gracious clouds 260

Drop'd fatnefs down ; as o'er the fwelling mead,

The herds and flocks, commixing, play'd fecure.

This when, emergent from the gloomy wood,.

The glaring lion faw, his horrid heart

Was meekened, and he join'd his fullen joy. 265
For mufic held the whole in perfect peace :

Soft figh'd the flute ; the tender voice was heard,

Warbling the varied heart ; the woodhnds round-

Apply'd their quire ; and winds and waters flovv'd

In confcnance. Such were thofe prime of days. 279

BUT
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BUT now thofe white unblemifh'd manners, whence

The fabling poets took their golden age,

Are found no more amid thefe iron times,

Thefe dregs of life 1 Now the diftemper'd mind

Has loft that concord of harmonious powers, 27$.

Which forms the foul of happinefs ; and all

Is off the poife within : the pailions all

Have burft their bounds ; and reafon half extinc!,-

Or impotent, or elfe approving, fees

The foul diforder. Senfelefs, and deform'd, 280

Convulfive anger dorms at large ;
or pale,

And filent, fettles into fell revenge.

Bafe envy withers at another's joy,

And hates that excellence it cannot reach;

Defponding fear, of feeble fancies full, 285
Weak and unmanly, loofens every power.
Even love itfelf is bitternefs of foul,

A penfive anguifh pining at the heart ;

Or, funk to fordid intereft, feels no more

That noble \vifh, that never cloy'd defire, 290
Which, felfiih joy difdaining, feeks alone

To blefs the dearer object of its flame.

Hope fickens with extravagance ; and grief,

Of life impatient, into madnefs fwells ;

Or in dead filence waftes the weeping hoars. 295
Thefe, and a thousand mixt emotions more,

From ever-changing views of good and ill,

Form'd infinitely various, vex the mind

With endlefs florm : whence, deeply rankling, grows
The
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The partial thought, a liftlefs unconcern, 300
Gold, and averting from our neighbour's good ;

Then dark difguft, and hatred, winding wiles,

Coward deceit, and ruffian violence :

At laft, extinct each focial feeling, fell

And joylefs inhumanity pervades 30^
And petrifies the heart. Nature difturb'd

Is deem'd, vindictive, to have chang'd her courfe.

HENCE, in old dufky time, a deluge came:

When the deep-cleft difparting orb, that arch'd

The central waters round, impetuous rufh'd, 310
With univerfal burft, into the gulph,

And o'er the high-pil'd hills of fra&ur'd earth

Wide daih'd the waves, . in undulation vaft ;

Till, from the center to the ftreaming clouds,

A Ihorelefs ocean tumbled round the globe. 31$

THE Seafons fmce have, with fevererfway,

Opprefs'd a broken world : the Winter keen

Shook forth his wafte of fnows ; and Summer Ihot

His peftilential heats. Great Spring, before,

Green'd all the year ; and fruits and bloflbms blufh'd*

In focial fweetnefs, on the felf-fame bough. 321.

Pure was the temperate air ; an even calm

Perpetual reign'd, fave what the zephyrs bland

Breath'd o'er the blue expanfe : for then nor ftorms

Were taught to blow, nor hurricanes to rage ; 325.

Sound fiept the waters ; no fulphureous glooms
Swell'd
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SwelPd ia the fky, and fent the lightning forth ;

While fickly damps, and cold autumnal fogs,

Hung notj relaxing, on the fprings of life.

But now, of turbid elements the fport, 330

From clear to cloudy toft, from hot to cold,

And dry to moift, with inward-eating change,

Our drooping days are dwindled down to nought,

Their period fmifh'd ere 'tis well begun.

AND yet the wholefome herb neglefted dies; 335

Though with the pure exhilarating foul

Of nutriment and health, and vital powers,

Beyond the fearch of art, 'tis copious bleft.

For, with hot ravine fir'd, enfanguin'd Man
Is now become the lion of the plain, 34 .

And worfe. The wolf, who from the nightly fold

Fierce drags the bleating prey, ne'er drunk her milk.

Nor wore her warming fleece : nor has the fteer,

At whofe ftrong cheft the deadly tyger hangs,

E'er plow'd for him. They too are tempered high,

With hunger Hung and wild neceflity, 346
Nor lodges pity in their ihaggy breaft.

But Man, whom Nature form'd of milder clay,

With every kind emotion in his heart,

And taught alone to weep ; while from her lap 3^0
She pours ten thoufand delicacies, herbs,

And fruits, as numerous as the drops of rain .-

Or beams that gave them birth : mall he, fair form !

Who wears fweet fmilesr and looks creel on Heaven,

E'er
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E'er ftoop to mingle with the prowling herd, 35$
And dip his tongue in gore ? The beaft of prey,

Blood-ftain'd, deferves to bleed : but you, ye flocks,

What have you done ; ye peaceful people, what,

To merit death ? you, who have given us milk

In lufcious ftreams, and lent us yourown coat 3^0.

Againft the winter's cold ? And the plain ox,.

That harmlefs, honeft, guilelefs animal,

In what has he offended ? he, whofe toil,

Patient; and ever ready, clothes the land

With all the pomp of harveil ; mail he bleed, 365
And ftruggling groan beneath the cruel hands

Even of the clown he feeds ? and that, perhaps,
To fwell the riot of th' autumnal feaft,

Won by his labour ? Thus the feeling heart

Would tenderly fuggeft : but 'tis enough, 370'

In this late age, adventurous, to have touch'd

Light. on the numbers of the Samian fage.

High HEAVEN forbids the bold prefumptuous flrain,,

Whofe wifeft will has fix'd us in a flate

That muft not vet to pure perfection rife. 375

Now when the firft foul torrent of the brooks,

SvvelPd with the vernal rains, is ebb'd away ;

And, whitening, down their mofTy-tindlur'd dream

Defcends the billowy foam : jnow is the time,

While yet the dark-brown water aids the guile, 380
To tempt the trout. The well-diirembled

fly,,.

The rod fine-tapering with elaftic fpring,

Snatch'd
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Snatch'd from the hoary deed the floating line,

And all thy flender vvatry ftores prepare.

But let not on thy hook the tortur'd worm, 385

Convulfive, twift in agonizing folds ;

Which, by rapacious hunger fwallow'd deep,

Gives, as you tear it from the bleeding breafl

Of the weak helplefs uncomplaining wretch,

Harfh pain and horror to the tender hand. 390

WHEN with his lively ray the potent fun

Has pierc'd the ftreams, and roua'd die finny race,

Then, ifluing chearful, to thy fport repair ;

Chief fliould the weltern breezes curling play,

And light o'er ether bear the fhadowy clouds. 395

High to their fount, this day, amid the hills,

And woodlands warbling round, trace up the brooks ;

The next, purfue their rocky-channel'd maze,

Down to the river, in whofe ample wave

Their little naiads love to fport at large. 400
Juft in the dubious point, where with the pool

Is mix'd the trembling ftream, or where it boils

Around the ftone, or from the hollow'd bank

Reverted plays in undulating flow,

There throw, nice-judging, the delufive fly ; 405
And as you lead it round in artful curve,

With eye attentive mark the fpringing game.
Strait as above the furface of the flood

They wanton rife, or urg'd by hunger leap,

Then fix, with gsntle twitch, the barbed hook 1410
Some
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Some lightly toffing to the grafTy bank,

And to the ihelving fhore flow-dragging fomey

With various hand proportion'd to their force.

If yet too young, and eafily deceiv'd,

A vvorthlefs prey fcarce bends your pliant rod, 41

Him, piteous of his youth and the fhort fpace

He has enjoy'd the vital light of Heaven,

Soft difengage, and back into the ftream

The fpeckled captive throw. But fhould you lure

From his dark haunt, beneath the tangled roots 420
Of pendant trees, the monarch of the brook,

Behoves you then to ply your fineft art.

Long time he, following cautious, fcans the fly ;

And oft attempts to feize it, but as oft

The dimpled water fpeaks his jealous fear. 42^
At laft, while haply o'er the fhaded fun

Pafies a cloud, he defperate takes the death,

With fullen plunge. At once he darts along,

Deep-ilruck, and runs out all the lengthened line ;

Then feeks the fartheft ooze, the flickering weed,

The cavern'd bank, his old fecure abode ; 431:

And flies aloft, and flounces round the pool,

Indignant of the guile. With yielding hand,

That feels him ftill, yet to his furious courfe

Gives way, you, now retiring, following now 435
Acrofs the flream, exhauft his idle rage :

Till floating broad upon his breathlefs fide,

And to his fate abandon'd, to the fliore

You gaily drag your unreMing prize, 439

THUS
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THUS pafs the temperate hours : but when the fun

Shakes from his noon-day throne the {battering clouds,

Even {hooting liillefs languor thro' the deeps ;

Then feek the bank where flowering elders croud,

Where fcatter'd wild tha lilty of the vale

Its balmy eflence breathes, where cowflips hang 445-

The dewy head, where purple violets lurk,

With all the lowly children of the {hade :

Or lie reclin'd beneath yon fpreading am,

Hung o'er the fteep ; whence, borne on liquid wing,
The founding culver moots $ or where the hawk, 450

High, in the beetling cliff, his airy builds.

There let the claffic page thy fancy lead

Thro' rural fcenes, fuch as the Mantuan fwain

Paints in the matchlefs harmony of fong.

Ur catch thyfelf the landfoip, gliding fwift 455
Athwart imagination's vivid eye :

Or by the vocal woods and waters lulPd,

And loft in lonely muting, in the dream,

Confus'd, of carelefs folitude, where nvix

Ten thoufand wandering images of things, 460
Soothe every guft of" paffion into peace ;

All but the fwellings of the foftened heart,

That waken, not difturb, the tranquil mind.

BEHOLD yon breathing profpeft bids the Mufe

Throw all her beauty forth. But who can paint 465
Like Nature ? Can imagination boaft,

Amid its gay creation, hues like hers ?

Ox
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Or can it mix them with that matchlefs (kill,

And lofe them in each other, as appears

In every bud that blows ? If fancy then 470

Une'qual fails beneath the pleafmg talk,

Ah what (hall language do ? ah where find words

Ting'd with fo many colours ; and whofe power,
To life approaching, may perfume my lays

With that fine oil, thofe aromatic gales, 475
That inexhauftive flow continual round ?

YET, tho* fuccefslefs, will the toil delight.

Come then, ye virgins and ye youths, whofe hearts

Have felt the raptures of refining love ;

And thou, AMANDA, come, pride of my fong ! 480
Form'd by the Graces, loveiinefs itfelf 1

Come with thofe downcaft eyes, fedate and fweet,

Thofe looks demure, that deeply pierce the foul,

Where, with the light of thoughtful reafon mix'd,

Shines lively fancy and the feeling heart : 485
Oh come ! and while the rofy-footed May
Steals blufhing on, together let us tread

The morning dews, and gather in their prime

Freih-blooming flowers, to grace thy braided hair,

And thy lov'd bofom that improves their fweets. 490

SEE, where the winding vale its lavifh (lores,

Irriguous, fpreads. See, how the lily drinks

The latent rill, fcarce oozing thro' the grafs,

Of growth luxuriant ; or the humid bank,

In



SPRING. 2i

In fair profufion, decks. Long let us walk, 495
Where the breeze blows from yon extended field

Of bloflbm'd beans. Arabia cannot boait

A fuller gale of joy, than, liberal, thence

Breathes thro' the fenfe, and takes the ravifii'd fouL

Nor is the mead unworthy of thy foot, 503
Full of frefh verdure, and unnumber'd flowers,

The negligence of Nature, wide, and wild;

Where, undifguis'd by mimic Art y me fpreads

Unbounded beauty to the raving eye.

Here their delicious talk the fer.vent bees, 505
In fwarming millions, tend : around, athwart,

Thro' the foft air, the bufy nations fly,

Cling to the bud, and, with inferted tube,

Suck its pure eflence, its ethereal foul ;

And oft, with bolder wing, they foaring dare 510
The purple heath, or where the wild thyme grows,

And yellow load them with the lufcious fpoil.

AT length the finifh'd garden to the view

Its viftas opens, and its alleys green.

Snatch'd thro' the verdant maze, the hurried eye 515
Diflracled wanders ; now the bowery walk

Of covert clofe, where fcarce a fpeck of day
Falls on the lengthened gloom, protracted fweeps :

Now meets the bending Iky ; the river now

Dimpling along, the breezy ruffled lake, 520
The foreft darkening round, the glittering fpire,

Th' ethereal mountain, and the diitant main.

But
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But why fo Far excurfive? when at hand,

Along thefe bluihing borders, bright with dew,

And in yon mingled wildernefs of flowers, 525
Fair-handed Spring unbofoms every grace ;

Throws out the fiiow-drop, and the crocus iirft ;

The daify, primrofe, violet darkly blue,

And polyanthus of unnumber'd dyes ;

The yellow wall-flower, ftain'd with iron-brown 5530
And lavifh ftock that fcents the garden round :

From the foft wing of vernal breezes ihed,

Anemonies ; auriculas, enrich'd

With mining meal o'er all their velvet leaves ;

And full ranunculas, of glowing rd. 535
Then comes the tulip-race, where Beauty plays

Her idle freaks ; from family diffus'd

To family, as rlies the father-duft,

The varied colours run ; and, while they break

On the charm'd eye, th' exulting florift marks, 54.0

With fecret pride, the wonders of his hand.

No gradual bloom is wanting ; from the bud>

Firfl-born of Spring, to Summer's mufky tribes :

Nor hyacinths, of pureft virgin white,

Low-bent, and blufhing inward ; nor jonquils, 545
Of potent fragrance ; nor Narciflus fair,

As o'er the fabled fountain hanging Hill ;

Nor broad carnations, nor gay-ipotted pinks ;

Nor, mower'd from ev'ry bum, the damaik rofe.

Infinite numbers, delicacies, finells, 550
With hues on hues expreffion cannot paint,

The breath of Nature, and her endlefs bloom.

5 HAIL,
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HAIL, SOURCE OF BEING ! UNIVERSAL SOUL

Of Heaven and earth! ESSENTIAL PRESENCE, hail!

To THEE I bend the knee ; to THEE my thoughts,

Continual, climb; who, with a mailer-hand, 556
Haft the great whole into perfection touch'd.

By THEE the various vegetative tribes,

Wrapt in a filmy net, and clad with leaves,

Draw the live ether, and imbibe the dew : 560
By THEE difpos'd into congenial foils,

Stands each attractive plant, and fucks and fwells

The juicy tide ; a twining mafs of tubes.

At THY command the vernal fun awakes

The torpid fap, detruded to the root 565

By wintry winds ; that now in fluent dance,

And lively fermentation, mounting, fpreads

All this innumerous-coloured fcene of things.

As rifing from the vegetable world

My theme afcends, with equal wing afcend, 5^0

My panting Mufe ; and hark, how loud the woods

Invite you forth in all your gayeft trim.

Lend me your,fong, ye nightingales ! oh pour

The mazy-running foul of melody
Into my varied verfe ! while I deduce, 575
From the firil note the hollow cuckoo fings,

The fymphony of Spring, and touch a theme

Unknown to fame, the PaJJion of tbs groves.

WHEN
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WHEN firft the foul of love is fent abroad,

Warm thro' the vital air, and on the heart 58

Harmonious feizes, the gay troops begin,

Jn gallant thought, to plume the painted wing ;

And try again the long-forgotten ftrain,

At firft faint-warbled. But no fooner grows
The foft profufion prevalent, and wide, 585

Than, all alive, at once their joy o'erflows

In mufic unconfin'd. Up-fprings the lark,

Shrill^voic'd, and loud, the meffenger of morn ;

Ere yet the fhadows fly, he mounted fings

Amid the dawning clouds, and from their haunts 590
Calls up the tuneful nations. Every copfe

Deep-tangled, tree irregular, and bum

Bending with dewy moiflure, o'er the heads

Of the coy quirifters that lodge within,

Are prodigal of harmony. The thrum 595
And wood-lark, or the kind-contending throng

Superior heard, run through the fweeteft length
Of notes ; when liflening Philomela deigns

To let them joy, and purpofes, in thought

Elate, to make her night excel their day. 600

The black-bird whittles from the thorny brake ;

The mellow bullfinch anfwers from the grove :

Nor are the linnets, o'er the flowering furze

Pour'd out profufely, filent. Join'd to thefe

Innumerous fongfters, in the frefhening made 605
Of new-fprung leaves, their modulations mix

Mellifluous. The jay, the rook, the daw,

And
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And each harfh pipe, difcordant heard alone,

Aid the full concert : while the ftock-dove breathes

A melancholy murmur thro' the whole. 6 f'c

'Tis love creates their melody, and all

This wafte of mufic is the voice of love ;

That even to birds, and beafts, the tender arts

Of pleafing teaches. Hence the glofly kind

Try every winning way inventive love 615
Can dictate, and in courtihip to their mates

Pour forth their little fouls. Firft> wide around,

With diftant awe, in airy wings they rove,

Endeavouring by a thoufand tricks to catch

The cunning, confcious, half-averted glance 6?x>

Of their regardiefs charmer. Should {he feem

Softening the lead approvance to beftow, ,

Their colours burnifh, and by hope infpir'd,

They brilk advance ; then, on a fudden ftruck,

Retire diforder'd ; then again approach ; 625
In fond rotation fpread the fpotted wing,
And Ihiver every feather with defire.

CONNUBIAL leagues agreed, to the deep woods

They hafte away, all as their fancy leads,

Pleafure, or food, or fecret fafety prompts ; 630
That NATURE'S great command may be obey'd :

Nor all the fweet fenfations they perceive

Indulg'd in vain. Some to the holly-hedge

Nettling repair, and to the thicket fome ;

C Some
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Some to the rude protection of -the thorn 635
Commit their feeble offspring : The cleft tree

Oifers its kind concealment to a, few,

Their food its infects, and its mofs their nefls.

Others apart far in the grafly dale,

Or roughening wafte, their humble texture weave. 640
But moft in woodland folitudes delight,

In unfrequented glooms, or maggy banks,

Steep, and divided by a babbling' brook,

Whofe murmurs foothe them all the live-long day,

When by kind duty fix'd. Among the roots 645
Of hazel, pendant o'er the plaintive ftream,

They frame the firft foundation of their domes ;

Dry fprigs of trees, in artful fabric laid,

And bound with clay together. Now 'tis nought
But reftlefs hurry thro' the bufy air, 650
Beat by unnumber'd wings. The fvvallow fvveeps

The flimy pool, to build his hanging houfe

Intent. And often, from the carelefs back

Of herds and flocks, a thoufand tugging bills

Pluck hair and wool ; and oft, when unobferv'd, 655
Steal from the barn a ftraw : till foft and warm,

Clean, and complete, their habitation grows.

As thus the patient dam affiduous fits,

Not to be tempted from her tender tafk,

Or by fharp hunger, or by fmooth delight, 660

Tho' the whole loofened Spring around her blows,

lier fympathizing lover takes his iland

High
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High on th' opponent bank, and ceafelefs fmgs
The tedious time away ; or elfe fupplies

Her place a moment, while me fudden flits 665
To pick the fcanty meal, Th' appointed time

With pious toil fulfill'd, the callow young,
Warm'd and expanded into perfedl life,

Their brittle bondage break, and come to light,

A helplefs family, demanding food 670
With conftant clamcfiir : O what pailions then,

What melting fentiments of kindly care,

On the new parents feize ! Away they fly

Affectionate, and undefiring bear

The mod delicious morfel to their young ; 675
Which equally diftributed, again

The fearch begins. Even fo a gentle pair,

By fortune funk, but fqrm'd of generous mold,

And charm'd with cares beyond the vulgar breaft,

In fome lone cott amid the diftant woods, 680

Suftain'd alone by providential HEAVEN,
Oft, as they weeping eye their infant train,

Check their own appetites, and give them all.

No R toil alone they fcorn : exalting love,

By the great FATHER OF THE SPRING infpir'd, 685
Gives inHan t courage to the fearful race,

And to \$\Qjimpk art. With ftealthy wing,
Should fome rude foot their woody haunts moleft,

Amid a neighbouring bufh they filent drop,

And whirring thence, as if alarm'd, deceive 690
C z Th'
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Th* unfeeling fchool-boy. Hence, around the head

Of wandering fvvain, the white-wing'd plover wheels

Her founding flight, and then dire&ly on

In long excurfion fkims the level lawn,

*To tempt him from her neft. The wild-duck, hence,

O'er the rough mofs, and o'er the tracklefs wafte 696
The heath-hen flutters, pious fraud ! to lead

The hot purfuing fpaniel far aftray.

BE not the Mufe afham'd, here to bemoan

Her brothers of the grove, by tyrant Man 700
Inhuman caught, and in the narrow cage
From liberty confin'd, and boundlefs air.

Dull are the pretty flaves, their plumage dull,

Ragged, and all its brightening luftre loft;

Nor is that fprightly wildnefs in their notes, 705
Which, clear and vigorous, warbles from the beech.

O then, ye friends of love and love-taught fong,
-

Spare the foft tribes, this barbarous art forbear ;

If on your bofom innocence can win,

Mufic engage, or piety perfuade. 710

BUT let not chief the nightingale lament

Her ruin'd care, too delicately fram'd

To brook the harm confinement of the cage.

Oft when, returning with her loaded bill,

Th' aftonifh'd mother finds a vacant neft, 715

By the hard hand of unrelenting clowns

Robb'd, to the ground the vain provifion falls ;

Her



SPRING. 29

Her pinions ruffle, and low-drooping fcarce

Can bear the mourner to the poplar (hade ;

Where, all abandon'd to defpair, fhe fmgs 720
Her forrows thro' the night ; and, on the bough,

Sole-fitting, ftill at every dying fall

Takes up again her lamentable ftrain

Of winding woe ; till, wide around, the woods

Sigh to her fong, and with her wail refound. 725

BUT now the feather'd youth their former bounds,

Ardent, difdain ; and, weighing oft their wings,

Demand the free poffeffion of the iky :

This one glad office more, and then diflblves

Parental love at once, now needlefs grown. 730
Unlavifh Wifdcm never works in vain.

'Tis on fome evening, funny, grateful, mild,

When nought but balm is breathing thro* the woods,

With yellow luflre bright, that the new tribes

Vifit the fpacious heavens, and look abroad 75 j

On Nature's common, far as they can fee,

Or wing, their range and pafture. O'er the boughs

Dancing about, ftill at the giddy verge

Their refolution fails ; their pinions ftill,

In loofe libration ftretch'd, to truft the void

Trembling refufe : till down before them fly

The parent-guides, and chide, exhort, command,
Or pufh them off. The furging air receives

Its plumy burden ; and their felf-taught wings

Winnow the waving element. On ground 745
C 3 Alighted,
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Alighted, bolder up again they lead,

Farther and farther on, the lengthening flight $

Till vanifh'd every fear, and every power
Rous'd into life and a&ion, light in air

Th' acquitted parents fee their foaring race,

once rejoicing never know them more.

HIGH from the fummit of a craggy cliff,

Hung o'er the deep, fuch as amazing frowns

On utmoft * Kildtfs more, vvhofe lonely race

Rengn the fetting fun to Indian worlds, 75$
The royal eagle draws his vigorous young,

Strong-pounc'd, and ardent with paternal fire.

Now fit to raife a kingdom of their own,

He drives them from his fort, the towering feat,

For ages, of his empire ; which, in peace, 760
Unilain'd he holds, while many a league to fea

He wings his courfe, and preys in diftant ifles.

SHOULD I my fteps turn to the rural feat,

Whofe lofty elms, and venerable oaks,

Invite the rook, who high amid the boughs, 765
In early Spring, his airy city builds,

And ceafelefs caws anmfive; there, well-pleas'd,

I might the various polity furvey

Of the mixt houfliold kind. The careful hen

Calls all her chirping family around, 770
Fed and defended by the fearlefs cock ;

* The fartbeft of the wcftcrn iflandiof Scotland.

2 Whcfe
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Whofe breaft with ardour flam'es, as on he walks,

Graceful, and crows defiance. In the pondr

The fineiy-checker'd duck, before her train,

Rows garrulous. The (lately-failing fwan 775

Gives out his fnowy plumage to the gale ;

And, arching proud his neck, with oary feet

Bears forward fierce, and guards his ofier-ifle,

Protective of his young. The turkey nigh,

Loud-threatening, reddens; while the peacock fprends

His every-colour'd glory to the fun, 781

And fvvims in radiant majefty along.

O'er the whole homely fcene, the cooing dove

Flies thick in amorous chace, and wanton rolls

The glancing eye, and turns the changeful neck. 785

WHILE thus the gentle tenants of the made

Indulge their purer loves, the rougher world

Of brutes, below, rufti furious into flame,

And fierce deflre. Thro* all his lufty veins

The bull, deep-fcorch'd, the raging paffion feels. 790
Of pafture fick, and negligent of food,

Scarce feen, he wades among the yellow broom,
While o'er his ample fides the rambling fprays

Luxuriant moot ; or thro' the mazy wood

Dejeded wanders, nor th' inticing bud 795

Crops, tho' it prefles on his carelefs fenfe.

And oft, in jealous madning fancy rapt,

He feeks the fight ; and, idly-butting, feign*
His rival gor'd in every knotty trunk.

C 4 Him
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Him fhould he-meet, the bellowing war begins : 800

Their eyes flafh fury ; to the hollow'd earth,

Whence the fand flies, they mutter bloody deeds,

And groaning deep, th' impetuous battle mix :

While the fair heifer, balmy-breathing, near,

Stands kindling up their rage. The trembling fteed,

With his hot impulfe feiz'd in every nerve, 806

Nor hears the rein, nor heeds the founding thong ;

Blows are not felt ; but tofling high his head,

And by the well-known joy to diftant plains

Attracted ftrong, all wild he burfts away ; 810

O'er rocks, and woods, and craggy mountains flies ;

And, neighing, on the aerial fummit takes

Th' exciting gale ; then, fteep-defcending, cleaves

The headlong torrents foaming down the hills,

rU'Sli where the madnefs of the ilraiten'd ftream 815

Turns in black eddies round : fuch is the force

With which his frantic heart and fmews fwell.

NOR undelighted by the boundlefs Spring

Are the broad monfters of the foaming deep :

From the deep ooze and gelid cavern rous'd, 820

They flounce and tumble in unwieldy joy.

Dire were the ftrain, and diflbnant, to fmg
The cruel raptures of the favage kind :

How by this flame their native wrath fublim'd,

They roam, amid the fury of their heart, 825
The far-refounding wafte in fiercer bands,

And growl their horrid loves. But this the theme

I fmg,
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I fing, enraptur'd, to the BRITISH FAIR,

Forbids, and leads me to the mountain-brow,

Where fits the ftiepherd on the grafly turf, 830-

Inhaling, healthful, the defcending fun.

Around him feeds his many-bleating flock,-

Of various cadence ; and his fportive lambsy

This way and that convolv'd, in fri&ful glee,

Their frolicks play. And now the fprightly race 835
Invites them forth ; when fwift, the fignal given,

They Hart away, and fweep the maffy mound

That runs around the hill ; the rampart once

Of iron war, in ancient barbarous times*

When difunited BRITAIN ever bled,. 840
Loft in eternal broil : ere yet me grew
To this deep-laid indiflbluble (late,

Where Wealth and Commerce lift their golden heads ;

And o'er our labours, Liberty and Law>

Impartial, watch ; the wonder of a world ! 845

WHAT is this mighty Breatb, ye fages, fay,

That, in a powerful language, felt not heard,

Inftrufts the fowls of heaven ; and thro' their breaft

Thefe arts of love diffufes ? What, but GOD ?

Infpiring God ! who boundlefs Spirit all, 850
And unremitting Energy, pervades,

Adjufts, fuftains, and agitates the whole.

He ceafelefs works alone ; and yet alone

Seems not to work : with fuch perfection fram'd

Is this complex ftupendous fchemeof things,. 8^
C 5 But,
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But, tho' conceaPd, to every purer eye

Th' informing Author in his works appears :

Chief, lovely Spring, in thee, and thy foft fcenes^

The SMILING GOD is feen ; while water, earth,

And air attefl his bounty ; which exalts 86

The brate-creation to this finer thought,

And annual melts their undeligning hearts

Profufely thus in tendernefs and joy.

STILL let my fong a nobler note aflume,

And fing th' infufive force of Spring on Man ; 865

When heaven and earth, as if contending, vye

To raife his being, and ferene his foul.

Can he forbear to join the general fmile

Of Nature ? Can fierce paffions vex his bread,

While every gale is peace, and every grove 870

Is melody ? Hence ! from the bounteous walks

Qf flowing Spring, ye fordid fons of earth,

Hard, and unfeeling of another's woe ;

Or only lavim to yourfelves ; away !

But come, ye generous minds, in whofe wide thought,

Of all his works, CREATIVE BOUNTY burns 876
With warmeft beam ; and on your open front

And liberal eye, fits, from his dark retreat

Inviting modeft Want. Nor, till invok'd

Can reftlefs good'nefs wait ; your aclive fearch 880

Leaves no celd wintry corner unexplor'd ;

Like filent- working HEAVEN, furprizing oft

The lonely heart with unexpected good.

For
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For you the roving fpirit of the wind

Blows Spring abroad; for you the teeming clouds 885

Defcend in gladfome plenty o'er the world ;

And the fun fheds his kindeft rays for you,

Ye flower of human race ! In thefe green days,

Reviving Sicknefs lifts her languid head ;

Life flows afrefh ; and young-ey'd Health exalts 890
The whole creation round. Contentment walks

The funny glade, and feels an inward blifs

Spring o'er his mind, beyond the power of kings

To purchafe. Pure ferenity apace

Induces thought, and contemplation ilill. 895

By fwift degrees the love of Nature works,

And warms the bofom ; till at laft fublim'd

To rapture, and enthufiaftic heat,

We feel the prefent DEITY, and tafte

The joy of GOD to fee a happy world ! 900

THESE are the facred feelings of thy heart,

Thy heart inform'd by reafon's purer ray,

O LYTTELTON, the friend ! thy paffions thus

And meditations vary, as at large,

Courting the Mufe, thro' Hagley Park thou ftrayeft ;

Thy Britijh Tempe ! There along the dale, 906
With woods o'er-hung, and fhagg'd with mofly rocks,

Whence on each hand the gaming waters play,

And down the rough cafcade whhe-daihing fall,

Or gleam in lengthened villa thro' the trees, 910
You iilent ileal j or fit beneath the {hade

C 6 Cf
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Of folemn oaks, that tuft the fwelling mounts

Thrown graceful round by Nature's carelefs hand*

And penfive liften to the various voice

Of rural peace : the herds, the flocks, the birds, 915
The hollow-whifpering breeze, the plaint of rills.

That, purling down amid the twifted roots

Which creep around, their dewy murmurs make

On the footh'd ear. From thefe abftra&ed oft,

You wander thro' the philofophic world ; 920^

Where in bright train continual wonders rife,.

Or to the curious or the pious eye.

And oft, conducted by hifloric truth,

You tread the long extent of backward time r

Planning, with warm benevolence of mind, 925,

And honefl zeal unwarp'd by party-rage,

BRITANNIA'S weal; how from the venal gulph
To raife her virtue, and her arts revive.

Or, turning thence thy view, thefe graver thoughts

The Mufes charm : whiler with fure tafte refin'd, 930
You draw th' infpiring breath of ancient fong ;

Till nobly rifes, emulous, thy own.

Perhaps thy lovM LUCINDA mares thy walk,

With foul to thime attun'd. Then Nature all

Wears to the lover's eye a look of love ; 93$
And all the tumult of a guilty world,

Toft by ungenerous paflions, finks away-
The tender heart is animated peace ;

And as it pours its copious treafures forth,

In varied converfe, foftening every theme, 940
You, frequent-paufmg, turn, and from her eyes,

Where
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Where meekened fenfe, and amiable grace,

And lively fweetnefs dwell, enraptur'd, drink

That namelefs fpirit of ethereal joy,

Unutterable happinefs ! which love, 945

Alone, beftows, and on a favour'dfew.
Meanti ne you gain the height, from whofe fair brow

The burfting profpecl; fpreads immenfe around :

And fnatch'd o'er hill and dale, and wood and lawn,

And verdant field, and darkening heath between, 950
And villages embofom'd foft in trees,

And fpiry towns by furging columns mark'd

Of houftiold fmoak, your eye excurfive roams :

"V^ide-flretching from the Hall, in whofe kind haunt

The Hofpitable Genius lingers ftill, 955,

To where the broken land&ip, by degrees,

Afcending, roughens into rigid hills ;

O'er which the Cambrian mountains, like far clouds

That Ikirt the blue horizon, dufky rife.

FLUsn'd by the fpirit of the genial year, 960
Now from the virgin's cheek a frelher bloom

Shoots, lefs and lefs, the live carnation round ;

Her lips blufh deeper fweets ; fhe breathes of youth ;

The (hining moifture fwells into her eyes,

In brighter flow ; her wifhing bofom heaves, 965
With palpitations wild ; kind tumults feize

Her veins, and all her yielding foul is love.

From the keen gaze her lover turns away,
Full of the dear exftatic power, and fick

With fighing languilhment. Ah then, ye fair !
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Be greatly cautious of yonr Hiding hearts :

Dare not th' infectious figh ; the pleading look,

Down-caft, and low, in meek fubmiflion dreft,

But full of guile. Let not the fervent tongue,

Prompt to deceive, with adulation fmooth, 975
Gain on your purpos'd will. Nor in the bovver,

Where woodbines flaunt, and rofes fhed a couch,

While Evening draws her crimfon curtains round,

Trull your foft minutes with betraying Man.

AND let th' afpiring youth beware of love, 980
Of the fmooth glance beware ; for 'tis too late,

When on his heart the torrent-foftnefs pours. %
Then wifdom proftrate lies, and fading%fame

DiiTolves in air away ; while the fond foul,

Wrapt in gay vifions of unreal blifs, 985
Still paints th' illufive form ; the kindling grace;

Th' inticing fmile ; the modeil-feeoiing eye,

Beneath whofe beauteous beams, belying heaven,

Lurk fearchlefs cunning, cruelty, and death :

And ftill falfe-warbling in his cheated ear, 990
Her fyren voice, enchanting, draws him on

To guileful mores, and meads of fatal joy.

EVEN prefent, in the very lap of love

Inglorious laid ; while mufic flows around,

Perfumes, and oils, and wine, and wanton hours j

Amid the rofes fierce Repentance rears 996
Her fnaky creft : a quick-returning pang
Shoots thro' the confcious heart ; where honour ftill,

And
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And great defign, againft the oppreiTive load

Of luxury, by fits, impatient heave. 1000

BUT abfent, what fantaftic woes, arous'd,

Rage in each thought, by reftlefs mufing fed,

Chill the warm cheek, and blaft the bloom of life ?

Neglected fortune flies ; and Hiding fwift,

Prone into ruin, fall his fcorn'd affairs. 1005

'Tis nought but gloom around : The darkened fun

Lofes his light. The rofy-boftm'd Spring

To weeping Fancy pines ; and yon bright arch,

Contracted, bends into a dufky vault.

Afl Nature fades extinct ; and fhe alone 1010

Heard, felt, and feen, pofleifes every thought,
Fills every fenfe, and pants in every vein.

Books are but formal dulnefs, tedious friends;

And fad amid the focial band he fits,

Lonely, and unattentive. From his tongue 1015
Th' unfiniih'd period falls : while, borne away
On fweliing thought, his wafted fpirit flies

To the vain bofom of his dillant fair j

And leaves the femblancs of a lover, fix'd

In melancholy f:te, with head declin'd, 1020

And love-dejected eyes. Sudden he ftarts,

Shook from his tender trance, and reftlefs runs

To glimmering fhades, and fympathetic glooms ;

Where the dun umbrage o'er the falling ftream,

Romantic, hangs; there thro' the penfive dufk 1025

Strays, in heart thrilling meditation loft,

Indulging all to love : or on the bank

Thrown,
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Thrown, amid drooping lilies, fwells the breeze

With fighs unceaiing, and the brook with tears.

Thus in foft anguifh he confumes the day, 1030.

Nor quits his deep retirement, till the Moon

Peeps thro' the chambers of the fleecy eaft,

Enlightened by degrees, and in her train

Leads on the gentle hours ; then forth he walks,-

Beneath the trembling languifh of her beam, 1035
With foftened foul, and wooes the bird of eve

To mingle woes with his : or, while the world

And all the fons of Care lie hufh'd in fleep,

Affociates with the midnight fhadows drear ;

And, fighing to the lonely taper, pours 104*5

His idly-tortur'd heart into the page,
Meant for the moving meffenger of love ;

Where rapture burns on rapture,, every line

With rifing frenzy fir'd.. But if on bed

Delirious flung, fleep from his pillow flies.
1045,.

All night he tofles, nor the balmy power
In any pofture finds ; till the grey morn

Lifts her pale luftre on the paler wretch,

Exanimate by love : and then perhaps j

Exhaufted Nature finks a while to reft, 1050
Still interrupted by diftra&ed dreams.

That o'er the iick imagination rife,

And in black colours paint the mimic fcenc.

Oft with the enchantrefs of his foul he talks ;

Sometimes in crouds diftrefs'd ; or if retir'd 1055,

To fecret-winding flower-enwoven bowers,

Far from the dull impertinence of Man,

Juft
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Juft as he, credulous, his endlefs cares

Begins to lofe in blind oblivious love,

Snatch'd from her yielded hand, he knows not how,
Thro' forefts huge, and long untravel'd heaths 1061

With defolation brown, he wanders wafle,

In night and tempeft wrapt ; or fhrinks aghaft,

Back, from the bending precipice ; or wades

The turbid ftream below, and ftrives to reach 1065
The farther ihore ; where fuccourlefs, and fad,

She with extended arms his aid implcres ;

But drives in vain : borne by th' outrageous flood

To diflance down, he rides the ridgy wave,

Or whelm'd beneath the boiling eddy finks. 1070

THESE are the charming agonies of love,

Whofe mifery delights, But thro' the heart

Should jealoufy its venom once diffufe,

'Tis then delightful mifery no more,

But agony unmix'd, inceflant gall, 1O75

Corroding every thought, and Matting all

Love's paradife. Ye fairy profpe&s, then,

Ye beds of rofes, and ye bowers of joy,

Farewel ! Ye gleamings of departed peace,

Shine out your laft ! the yellow-tinging plague 1080

Internal vifion taints, and in a night
Of livid gloom imagination wraps.

Ah then 1 inftead of love-enlivened cheeks,

Of funny features, and of ardent eyes

With flowing rapture bright, dark looks fucceed,

Suffus'd and glaring with untender fire ; 1086

A clouded
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A clouded afpe&, and a burning cheek,

Where the whole poifonM foul, malignant, fits/

And frightens love away. Ten thoufand fears

Invented wild, ten thoufand frantic views 1090
Of horrid rivals, hanging on the charms

For which he melts in fondnefs, eat him up
With fervent anguilh, and confuming rage.

In vain reproaches lend their idle aid,

Deceitful pride, and refolution frail, 1095

Giving falfe peace a moment. Fancy pours,

Afrefh, her beauties on his bufy thought,

Her firft endearments twining round the foul,

With all the witchcraft of enfnaring love.

Straight the fierce ftorm involves his mind anew, 1 100

Fiarnes thro' the nerves, and boils along the veins ;

.Vhile anxious doubt diftrafts the tortur'd heart :

For even the fad aflurance of his fears

Were cafe to what he feels. Thus the warm youth,

Whom love deludes into his thorny wilds, 1105

Thro' flowery-tempting paths, or leads a life

Of fevered rapure, or of cruel care ;

His brighteft aims extinguim'd all, and all

His lively moments running down to wafte.

BUT happy they ! the happleft of their kind ! 1 1 10

Whom gentler ftars unite, and in one fate

Their hearts, their fortunes,
1 and their beings blend.

'Tis not the coarfer tie of human laws,

Unnatural oft, and foreign to the mind,

That binds their peace, but harmony itfelf, 1115

Attuning
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Attuning all their paffions into love ;

Where friendfhip full- exerts tier fofteft power,
Perfect efteem enlivened by defire

Ineffable, and fympathy of fou! ;

Thought meetirig thought, and will preventing will,

With boundlefs confidence : for nought but love 112!

Can anfwer love, and render blifs fecure.

Let him, ungenerous, who, alone intent

To blefs himfelf, from fordid parents buys
The loathing virgin, in eternal care, 1 125

Well-merited, confame his nights and days :

Let barbarous nations, whofe inhumnn love

Is wild defire, fierce as the funs they feel j

Let eaflern tyrants, from the light of Heaven

Seclude their bofom-flaves, meanly poifefs'd 1 1 30
Of a meer, lifelefs, violated form :

While thofe whom love cements in holy faith,

And equal tranfport, free as Nature live,

Difdaining fear. What is the world to them,

Its pomp, its pleafure, and its nonfenfe all ! JIJS
Who in each other clafp whatever fair

High fancy forms, and lavifh hearts can wifh ;

(Something than beauty dearer, mould they look

Or on the mind, or mind-illumin'd face ;

Truth, goodnefs r honour, harmony, and love, 1140
The richeft bounty of indulgent HEAVEN.
Meantime a fmiling offspring riles round,

And mingles both their graces. By degrees,
The human bloifom blows ; and every day,

Soft as its rolls along, mews fome new charm, 1145

The
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The father's luftre, and the mother's bloom.

Then infant reafon grows apace, and calls

For the kind hand of an afliduous care.

Delightful tafk ! to rear the tender thought,
To teach the young idea how to fhoot, 1150
To pour the frefh inftru&ion o'er the mind,

To breathe th' enlivening fpirit, and to fix

The generous purpofe in the glowing breaft.

Oh fpeak the joy ! ye, whom the fudden tear

Surprizes often, while you look around, 1155
And nothing ftrikes your eye but fights of blifs.

All various Nature preifing on the heart :

An elegant fufSciency, content,

Retirement, rural quiet, friendfhip, books,

Eafe and alternate labour, ufeful life, 1160

Progreffive virtue, and approving HEAVEN,

Thsfe are the matchlefs joys of virtuous love ;

And thus their moments fly. [The Seafons thus,

As ceafelefs round a jarring world they roll,

Still find them happy ; and confenting SPRING 1 165

Sheds her own rofy garland on their heads :

Till evening comes at laft, ferene and mild ;

When after the long vernal day of life,

Enamour'd more, as more remembrance fwells

With many a proof of recollected love, 1170

Together down they fink in focial deep ;

Together freed, their gentle fpirits fly

To fcenes where love and blifs immortal reign.

SUMMER.
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The ARGUMENT.

The fubjeft propofed. Invocation. Addrefs to Mr,

DODINGTON. An introductory reflection on the motion

of the heavenly bodies ; whence the fuccejjion of the

feafons. As the face of Nature in this feafon is al-

moft uniform, the progrefs of .the poem is a defcription

of a fummer's day. 'The dawn. Sun-rijtng. Hymn
to the fun. Forenoon. Summer infeffs defcribed.

Hay-making. Sheep-Jhearing. Noon-day. A wood-

land retreat. Group of herds and flocks. A folemn

grove : ho*w it ajfefts a contemplative mind. A ca-

taratl) and rudefcene. View of Summer in the torrid

Kone. Storm of thunder and lightning. A tale. The

ftorm overt a ferene afternoon. Bathing. Hour of

walking. Tranjition to the profpeft of a rich well-

cultivated country ; which introduces a panegyric on

GREAT BRITAIN. Sun-fet. Evening. Night.
Summer meteors. A comet. The whek concluding

with the praife of philofophy.
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SUMMER.
FROM brightening fields of ether fair difclos'd,

Child of the Sun, refulgent SUMMER comes,

In pride of youth, and felt thro' Nature's depth :

He comes attended by the fultry hours,

And ever-fanning breezes, on his way ; 5

While, from his ardent look, the turning SPRING
Averts her blufhful face ; and earth, and ikies,

All-fmllmg, to his hot dominion leaves.

HENCE, let me hafte into the mid-wood lhade,

Where fcarce a fun-beam wanders thro' the gloom ; i

And on the dark-green grafs, befide the brink

Of haunted dream, that by the roots of oak

Rolls o'er the rocky channel, lie at large,

And fing the glories of the circling year.

COME, Infpiration! from thy hermit-feat, 15

By mortal feldom found : may Fancy dare,

From thy fix'd ferious eye^and raptur'd glance

. Shot on furrounding Heaven, to fteal one look

Creative of the Poet, every power

Exalting to an ecftafy of foul. 20

AND
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AND thou, my youthful Mufe's early friend,

In whom the human graces all unite :

Pure light of mind, and tendernefs of heart ;

Genius, and wifdom ; the gay focial fenfe,

By decency chaftis'd ; goodnefs and wit, 25
In feldom-meeting harmony combined ;

Unblemifh'd honour, and an aftive zeal

For BRITAIN'S glory, Liberty, and Man :

O DODINGTON ! attend my rural fong,

Stoop to my theme, infpirit every line, 30
And teach me to deferve thy juft applaufe.

WITH what an awful world revolving-power
Were firft the unwieldy planets launch'd along

Th' illimitable void ! Thus to remain,

Amid the flux of many thoufand years, 35
That oft has fwept the toiling race of Men,
And all their labour'd monuments away,

Firm, unremitting, matchlefs, in their courfe ;

To the kind-temper'd change of night and day,

And of the feafons ever Healing round, 40

Minutely faithful : Such TH' ALL-PERFECT HAND !

That pois'd, impels, and rules the fteady WHOLE.

WHEN now no more th' alternate Twins are nYd,
And Cancer reddens with the folar blaze,

Short is the doubtful empire of the night; 45
And foon, obfervant of approaching day,

The meek-ey'd Morn appears, mother of dews,

C At
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At firft faint-gleaming in the dappled eaft :

Till far o'er ether fpreads the widening glow ;

And, from before the luftre of her face, 50
White break the clouds away. With quickened ftep,

Brown night retires : Young Day pours in apace,

And opens all the lawny profpecl: wide.

The dripping rock, the mountain's mifty top

Swell on the fight, and brighten with the dawn. 55

Blue, thro' the dufk, the fmoaking currents mine ;

And from the bladed field the fearful hare

Limps, aukward : while along the foreft glade
The wild deer trip, and often turning gaze
At early paflenger. Mufic awakes 60

The native voice of undiflembled joy ;

And thick around the woodland hymns arife.

Rous'd by the cock, the foon-clad fhepherd leaves

His moffy cottage, where with Peace he dwells ;

And from the crouded fold, in order, drives 6c

His flock, to tafle the verdure of the morn.

FALSELY luxurious, will not Man awake;

And, fpringing from the bed of iloth, enjoy

The cool, the fragrant, and the filent hour,

To meditation due and facred fong ? 70
For is there aught in ileep can charm the wife ?

To lie in dead oblivion, lofmg half

The fleeting moments of too ihort a life ;

Total extinction of th' enlightened foul !

Or elfe to feverim vanity alive, 75

Wildercd, and tofling thro' diftemper'd dreams ?

D Who
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Who would in fuch a gloomy flate remain

Longer than Nature craves ; when every Mufe

And every blooming pleafure wait without,

To blefs the wildly-devious morning-walk ? 80

But yonder comes the powerful King of Day,

Rejoicing in the eaft. The leflening cloud,

The kindling azure, and the mountain's brow

Illum'd with fluid gold, his near approach
Betoken glad. Loj now, apparent all, 85
Aflant the dew-bright earth, and coloured air,

He looks in boundlefs majefly abroad ;

And fneds the fhining day, that burnifh'd plays

On rocks, and hills, and towers, and wandering ftreams,

High-gleaming from afar. Prime chearer Light ! 90
Of all material beings firlt, and belt !

Efflux divine ! Nature's refplendent robe !

Without whofe vefting beauty all were wrapt
In uneilcntiai gloom ; and thou, O Sun !

Soul of furrounding worlds ! in whom belt feen 9-
Shines out thy Maker ! may I fing of thee ?

}Tis by thy fecret, flrong, attractive force,

As with a chain indiffoluble bound,

Thy Syftem rolls entire ; from the far bourne

Of utmolt Saturn, wheeling wide his round joo

Of thirty years ; to Mercury, whofe difk

Can fcarce be caught by philofophic eye,

Loit in the near effulgence of thy blaze.

INFORMER



SUMMER. 51

INFORMER of the planetary train !

Without whofe quickening glance their cumbrous

orbs 105
Were brute unlovely mafs, inert and dead,

And not, as now, the green abodes of life !

How many forms of being \vait on thee !

Inhaling fpirit ; from th
j
unfettered mind,

By thee fublim'd, down to the daily race, 1 10

The mixing myriads of thy fetting beam.

THE vegetable world is alfo thine,

Parent of Sea/ens ! who the pomp precede

That waits thy throne, as thro' thy vaft domain,

Annual, along the bright ecliptic road, 1 15

In world-rejoicing {late, it moves fublime.

Mean-time, th' expecting nations, circled gay
With all the various tribes of foodful earth,

Implore thy bounty, or fend grateful up
A common hymn : while, round thy beaming car, 1 20

High-feen, the Seafons lead, in fprightly dance

Harmonious knit, the rofy-finger'd Hours^

The Zephyrs floating loofe, the -timely Rains,

Of bloom ethereal the light-footed Dews,

And foftened into joy the furly Storms. 125

Thefe, in fuccefiive turn, with laviih hand,

Shower every beauty, every fragrance mower,

Herbs, flowers, and fruits ; till, kindling at thy touch,

From land to land is flulh'd the vernal year.

D 2 NOR
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NOR. to the furface of enlivened earth, 130

Graceful with hills and dales, and leafy woods,

Her liberal treffes, is thy force confin'd :

But, to the bowel'd cavern darting deep,

The mineral kinds confefs thy mighty power.

Effulgent, hence the veiny marble mines ; 135
Hence Labour draws his tools : hence burnim'd War
Gleams on the day ; the nobler works of Peace

Hence blefs mankind, and generous Commerce binds

The round of nations in a golden chain.

THE unfruitful rock itfelf, impregn'd by thee, 140
In dark retirement forms the lucid ftone.

The lively Diamond drinks thy pureft rays,

Collected light, compad ; that, polifh'd bright,

And all its native luftre let abroad,

Dares, as it fparkles on the fair one's breaft, 145

With vain ambition emulate her eyes.

At thee the Ruby lights its deepening glow,

And with a waving radiance inward flames.

From thee the Sapphire, folid ether, takes

Its hue cerulean; and, of evening tind, 150
The purple-ftreaming Amethyft is thine.

With thy own fmile the yellow Topaz burns.

Nor deeper verdure dyes the robe of Spring,
When firft me gives it to the fouthern gale,

Than the green Emerald mows. But, all combined,

Thick thro' the whitening Opal play thy beams; 156

Or, flying feveral from its furface, form

A trembling
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A trembling variance of revolving hues,

As the fite varies in the gazer's hand.

THE very dead creation, from thy touch, 160

Aflumes a mimic life. By thee rcfin'd,

In brighter mazes the relucent flream

Plays o'er the mead. The precipice abrupt,

Projecting horror on the blackened flood,

Softens at thy return. The defart joys 165

Wildly, thro' all his melancholy bounds.

Rude ruins glitter ; and the briny deep,

Seen from fome pointed promontory's top,

Far to the blue horizon's utmoft verge,

Reitlefs, reflects a floating gleam. But this, 170
And all the much-tranfported Mufe can fing,

Are to thy beauty, dignity, and ufe,

Unequal far ; great delegated fource

Of light, and life, and grace, and joy below !

How mall I then attempt to fing of HIM ! 175

Who, LIGHT HIMSELF, in uncreated light

Invefted deep, dwells awfully retir'd

P>om mortal eye, or angel's purer ken ;

Whofe fingle fmile has, from the firlt of time,

FilPd, overflowing, all thofe lamps of Heaven, 180

That beam for ever thro' the boundlefs fky :

But, fhould he hide his face, th' aftonifii'd fun,

And all th' extinguiftYd itars, would loofening reel

Wide from their fpheres, and Chaos come again..

D 3 Area
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AND yet was every faultering tongue of Man, 185

ALMIGHTY FATHER ! filent in thy praife ;

Thy works themfelves would raife a general voice,

Even in the depth of folitary woods

By human foot untrod ; proclaim thy power,

And to the quire celeftial THEE refound, 190
Th' eternal caufe, fupport, and end of all !

To me be Nature's volume broad-difplay'd ;

And to perufe its all-inftruting page,

Or, haply catching infpiration thence,

Some eafy paifage, raptur'd, to tranflate, 195

My fole delight ; as thro* the falling glooms
Penfive I ftray, or with the rifmg dawn

On Fancy's eagle-wing excurfive foar.

Now, flaming up the heavens, the potent fun

Melts into limpid air the high-rais
Td clouds, 200

And morning fogs, that hovered round the hills

In party-colour'd bands ; till wide unveil'd

The face of Nature mines, from where earth feems,

Far-Iiretch'd around, to meet the bending fphere*

HALF in a blufti of cluttering rofes loft,

Dew-dropping Coolmfs to the made retires ;

There, on the verdant turf, or flowery bed,

By gelid founts and carelefs rills to mufe ; .

While tyrant Heat, difpreading thro' the iky,

With rapid fvvay, his burning influence darts 210

On Man, and beaft, and herb, and tepid ftream.

WHO
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WHO can unpitying fee the flowery race,

Shed by the morn, their new-flufh'd blooin refign,

Before the parching beam ? So fade the fair,

When fevers revel thro' their azure veins. 215

But one, the lofty follower of the fun,

Sad when he fets, fliuts up her yellow leaves,

Drooping all night ; and, when he warm returns,

Points her enamour'd bofom to his ray.

HOME, from his morning tafk, the fwain retreats ^

His flock before him ftepping to the fold : 221

While the full-udder'd mother lows around

The chearful cottage, then expecting food,

The food of innocence, and health ! The daw,

The rook and magpie, to the grey-grown oaks 225

That the calm village in their verdant arms,

Sheltering, embrace, direft their lazy flight j

Where on the mingling boughs they fit embower'd,

AH the hot noon, till cooler hours arife.

Faint, underneath, the houfhold fowls convene ; 230

And, in a corner of the buzzing (hade,

The houfe-dog, with the vacant greyhound, lies,

Out-ftretch'd, and fleepy. In his {lumbers one

Attacks the nightly thief, and one exults

O'er hill and dale ; till, waken'd by the wafp, 235

They ilarting fnap. Nor mail the Mufe difdain

To let the little noify fummer-race

Live in her lay, and flutter thro' her fong :

Not mean tho' fimple ; to the fun ally'd,

From him they draw their animating fire. 240

D 4 WAK'O
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WAK'D by his warmer ray, the reptile young

Come wing'd abroad : by the light air upborn,

Lighter, and full of foul. From every chink,

And fecret corner, where they flept away
The wintry florms ; or rifing from their tombs, 245
To higher life ; by myriads, forth at once,

Swarming they pour ; of all the vary'd hues

Their beauty-beaming parent can difclofe.

Ten thoufand forms ! ten thoufand different tribes !

People the blaze. To funny waters fome 250

By fatal inftinft fly ; where on the pool

They, fportive, wheel ; or, failing down the ftream,

Are fnatch'd immediate by the quick-ey'd trout,

Or darting falmon. Thro' the green-wood glade
Some love to dray; there lodg'd, amus'd and fed, 255
In the freili leaf. Luxurious, others make

The meads their choice, and vifit every fiower,

And every latent herb : for the fweet tafk,

To propagate their kinds, and where to wrap,
In what foft beds, their young yet undifclos'd, 260

Employs their tender care. Some to the houfe,

The fold, and dairy, hungry, bend their flight ;

Sip round the pail, or tafte the curdling cheefe :

Oft, inadvertent, from the milky flream

'i'hey meet their fate ; or, weltering in the bowl, 265
With powerlefs wings around them wrapt, expire.

BUT chief to heedlefs flies the window proves

A conftant death j where, gloomily retir'd,

The
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The villain fpider lives, cunning, and fierce,

Mixture abhor'd ! Amid a mangled heap 270
Of carcafles, in eager watch he fits,

O'erlooking all his waving fnares around.

Near the dire cell the dreadlefs wanderer oft

Pafles, as oft the ruffian Ihows his front ;

The prey at laft enfnar'd, he dreadful darts, 275

With rapid glide, along the leaning line ;

And, fixing in the wretch his cruel fangs,

Strikes backward grimly pleas'd : the fluttering wing,

And ihriller found declare extreme diltrefs,

And afk the helping hofpitable hand. 28<3

RESOUNDS the living furface of the ground :

Nor undelightful is the ceafelefs hum,
To him who mufes thro* the woods at noon ;

Or drowfy fhepherd, as he lies reclin'd,

With half-fhut eyes, beneath the floating fliade 285
Of willows grey, clofe-crouding o'er the brook. .

Gradual, from thefe what numerous kinds defcend,

Evading even the microfcopic eye !

Full Nature fwarms with life ; one wondrous mafs

Of animals, or atoms organiz'd, 290

Waiting the vital Brtatb, when PARENT-HEAVEN
Shall bid his fpirit blow. The hoary fen,

In putrid fleams, emits the living cloud

Of peftilence. Thro' fubterranean cells,

Where fearching fun-beams fcarce can find a way, 295
D 5 Earth
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Earth animated heaves. The flowery leaf

Wants not its foft inhabitants. Secure,

Within its winding citadel, the {lone

Holds multitudes. But chief the foreft-boughs,

That dance unnumber'd to the playful breeze, 300
The downy orchard, and the melting pulp
Of mellow fruit, thejnarnejefs nations feed

Of evanefcent infects. Where the pool
Stands mantled o'er with green, invifible,

Amid the floating verdure millions ftray. 30^
Each liquid too, whether it pierces, fooths.

Inflames, refrefhes, or exalts the tafte,

With various forms abounds. Nor is the jftream

Of pureil cryftal, nor the lucid air,

Tho' one tranfparent vacancy it feems, 310
Void of their unfeen people. Thefe, conceal'd

By the kind art of forming HEAVEN, efcape

The groiTer eye of Man : for, if the worlds

In worlds inclos'd fliould on his fenfes burft,

From cates ambrofial, and the ne&ar'd bowl, 315
He would abhorrent turn ; and in dead night,

When filence fleeps o'er all, be ftunn'd with noife.

LET no prefuming impious railer tax

CREATIVE WISDOM, as if aught was form'd'

In vain, or not for admirable ends. 320
Shall little haughty ignorance pronounce
His works unwife, of which the fmalleft part

Exceeds the narrow vifion of her mind f

5 A*
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As if upon a full proportion'd dome,

On fvvelling columns heav'd, the pride of art ! 325

A critic-fly, whofe feeble ray fcarce fpreads

An inch around, with blind prefumption bold^

Should dare to tax the flrudure of the whole.

And lives the Man, whofe univerfal eye

Has fwept at once th* unbounded fcheme of things ;

Mark'd their dependance fo, and firm accord, 331

As with unfaultering accent to conclude

That This availeth nought ? Has any feen

The mighty chain of beings, leflening down

From INFINITE PERFECTION to the brink 33 j,

Of dreary Nothing, defolate abyfs !

From which aftonifh'd thought, recoiling, turns ?.

Till then alone let zealous praife afcend,

And hymns of holy wonder, to that POWER,
Whofe wifdom mines as lovely on our minds, 340
As on our fmiling eyes his fervant-fun.

THICK in yon ftream of light, a thoufand ways,

Upward, and downward, thwarting,, and convolved,

The quivering nations fport ; till, tempeft-wing'd,

Fierce Winter fweeps them from the face of day. 345
Even fo luxurious Men, unheeding, pafs

An idle fummer life in fortune's (hine,

A feafon's glitter ! Thus they flutter oa

From toy to toy, from vanity to vice ;

Till, blown away by death, oblivion comes 350
Behind, and ftrikes them from the book of life.

D 6 Now
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Now fwarms the village o'er the jovial mead :

The ruftic youth, brown with meridian toil,

Healthful and flrong ; full as the fummer-rofe

Blown by prevailing-funs, the ruddy maid, 355
Half naked, fwelling on the fight, and all

Her kindled graces burning o'er her cheek.

Even Hooping age is here ; and infant-hands

Trail the long rake, or, with the fragrant load

O'ercharg'd, amid the kind oppreffion roll. 360
Wide flies the tedded grain ; all in a row

Advancing broad, or wheeling round the field,

They fpread the breathing harveft to the fun,

That throws refrelhful round a rural fmell :

Or, as they rake the green-appearing ground, 365
And drive the dufky wave along the mead,

The rufTet hay-cock rifes thick behind,

In order gay. While heard from dale to dale,

Waking the breeze, refounds the blended voice

Of happy labour, love, and focial glee. 370

OR ruming thence, in one diffufive band,

They drive the troubled flocks, by many a dog

Compell'd, to where the mazy-running brook

Forms a deep pool ; this bank abrupt and high,

And That fair-fpreading in a pebbled fhore. 375

Urg'd to the giddy brink, much is the toil,

The clamour much, of men, and boys, and dogs,

Ere the foft fearful people to the flood

CQ2iir.it their woolly fides. And oft the fwain,

4 On
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On fome impatient feizing, hurls them in : 380
Embolden'd then, nor he/hating more,

Faft, faft, they plunge amid the flashing wave,

And panting labour to the fartheil fhore.

Repeated this, till deep the well-wafh'd fleece

Has drunk the flood, and from his lively haunt 385
The trout is banim'd by the fordid ftream ;

Heavy, and dripping, to the breezy brow

Slow move the harmlefs race : where, as they fpread
Their fwelling treafures to the funny ray,

Inly difturb'd, and wondering what this wild 390

Outrageous tumult means, their loud complaints
The country fill ; and, tofs'd from rock to rock,

Incelfant bleatings run around the hills.

At laft, of fnowy white, the gather'd flocks

Are in the wattled pen innumerous prefs'd, 395
Head above head ; and, rang'd in lufty rows,

The fhepherds fit, and whet the founding fhears.

The houfewife waits to roll her fleecy ftores,

With all her gay-dreil maids attending round.

One, chief, in gracious dignity inthron'd, 400
Shines o'er the reft, the paitoral queen, and rays

Her fmiles, fweet-beaming, on her ihepherd-king ;

While the glad circle round them yield their fouls

To feftive mirth, and wit that knows no gall.

Meantime, their joyous tafk goes on apace : 405
Some mingling, ftir the melted tar, and fome,

Deep on the new-morn vagrant's heaving fide,

To itamp the mailer's cypher ready (land :

Others
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Others the unwilling wether drag along ;

And, glorying in his might, the fturdy boy 410
Holds by the twitted horns th' indignant ram.

Behold where bound, and of its robe bereft,

By needy Man, that all-depending lord,

How meek, how patient, the mild creature lies !

What foftnefs in its melancholy face, 415
What dumb complaining innocence appears 1

Fear not, ye gentle tribes, 'tis not the knife

Of horrid flaughter that is o'er you wav'd ;,

No, 'tis the tender fwain's well-guided {hears,

Who having now, to pay his annual care, 420
Borrowed your fleece, to you a cumbrous load,

Will fend you bounding to your hills again.

A SIMPLE fcene ! yet hence BRITANNIA fees

Her folid grandeur rife : hence fhe commands

Th' exalted ftores of every brighter clime, 425
The treafures of the Sun, without his rage :

Hence, fervent all, with culture, toil, and arts,

Wide glows her land : her dreadful thunder hence

Rides o'er the waves fublime, and now, even now,

Impending hangs o'er Galliot's humbled coait; 430
Hence rules the circling deep, and awes the world.

*Tis raging Noon ; and, vertical, the Sun

Darts on the head direft his forceful rays.

O'er heaven and earth, far as the ranging eye

Can fvveep, a dazzling deluge reigns j and all 41;.

From
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From pole to pole is undiftinguifli'd blaze.

In vain the fight, dejedled to the ground,

Stoops for relief; thence hot-afcending fleams

And keen reflection pain. Deep to the root

Of vegetation parch'd, the cleaving fields 440
And flippery lawn an arid hue difclofe,

Blaft Fancy's blooms, and wither even the Soul.

Echo no more returns the chearful found

Of fharpening fcythe : the mower finking heaps

O'er him the humid hay, with flowers perfum'd; 445
And fcarce a chirping grafs-hopper is heard

Thro' the dumb mead. Diftrefsful Nature pants.

The very ftreams look languid from afar ;

Or, thro' th' unfhelter'd glade, impatient, feem

To hurl into the covert of the grove. 450

ALL-CONQUERING Heat, oh intermit thy wrath-!

And on my throbbing temples potent thus

Beam not fo fierce ! Inceflant ftill you flow,

And ftill another fervent flood fucceeds,

Pour'd on the head profufe. In vain I ngh, 455
And reftlefs turn, and look around for Night;

Night is far off; and hotter hours approach,

Thrice happy he ! who on the funlefs iide

Of a romantic mountain, foreft-crown'd,

Beneath the whole collected fhade reclines : 460
Or in the gelid caverns, woodbine-wrought,
And frefh-bedew'd with ever-fpouting ftreams,

Sits coolly calm ; while all the world without,
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Unfatlsfied, and fick, tofles in noon.

Emblem inftru&ive of the virtuous Man, 465

Who keeps his temper'd mind ferene> and pure,

And every pafTion aptly harmoniz'd,

Amid a jarring world with vice inflam'd.

WELCOME, ye fliades! ye bowery thickets, hail !

Ye lofty pines ! ye venerable oaks ! 470
Ye aflies wild, refounding o'er the ileep !

Delicious is your melter to the foul,

As to the hunted hart the failying fpring,

Or ftream full-flowing, that his fwelling (ides

Laves, as he floats along the herbag'd brink. 475

Cool, thro' the nerves, your pleafmg comfort glides j

The heart beats glad ; the frefh-expanded eye

And ear refume their watch ; the fmews knit ;

And life moots fwift thro' all the lightened limbs.

AROUND th* adjoining brook, that purls along 480
The vocal grove, now fretting o'er a rock,

Now fcarcely moving thro' a reedy pool,

Now ftarting to a fudden ftream, and now

Gently diffus'd into a limpid plain ;

A various groupe the herds and flocks compofe, 485
Rural confufion ! On the graffy bank

Some ruminating lie ; while others Hand

Half in the flood, and often bending fip

The circling furface. In the middle droops
The ftrong laborious ox, of honeft front, 490

Which
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Which incompos'd he (hakes ; and from his fides

The troublous infects laflies with his tail,

Returning ftill. Amid his fubjects fafe,

Slumbers the monarch-fwain ; his carelefs arm

Thrown round his head, on downy mofs fuftain'd; 495
Here laid his fcrip, with wholefome viands fill'd ;

There, liftening every noife, his watchful dog.

LIGHT fly his {lumbers, if perchance a flight

Of angry gad-flies faften on the herd ;

That ftartling fcatters from the mallow brook, 500
In fearch of lavim ftream. Toffing the foam,

They fcorn the keeper's voice, and fcour the plain,

Thro' all the bright feverity of noon ;

While, from their labouring breafts, a hollow moan

Proceeding, runs low-bellowing round the hills. 505

OFT in this feafon too the horfe, provok'd,

While his big finews full of fpirits fwell,

Trembling with vigour, in the heat of blood,

Springs the high fence ; and, o'er the field effus'd,

Darts on the gloomy flood, with ftedfaft eye, 510
And heart eftrang'd to fear : his nervous cheft,

Luxuriant, and erect, the feat of ftrength 1

Bears down th' oppofmg ftream : quenchlefs his thirft ;

He takes the river at redoubled draughts ;

And with wide noftrils, fnorting, ikims the wave. 515

STILL let me pierce into the midnight depth

Of yonder grove, of wildeil largeil growth :

That
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That, forming high in air a woodland quire,

Nods o'er the mount beneath. At every ftep,

Solemn, and flow, the madows blacker fall, 520
And all is awful liftening gloom around.

THESE are the haunts of Meditation, thefe

The fcenes where ancient bards th' infpiring breath,

Extatic, felt ; and from this world retir'd,

Convers'd with angels, and immortal forms, 525

On gracious errands bent : to fave the fall

Of virtue ftruggling on the brink of vice;

In waking whifpers, and repeated dreams,

To hint pure thought, and warn the favour'd foul

For future trials fated to prepare ; 530
To prompt the poet, who devoted gives

His mufe to better themes ; to foothe the pangs
Of dying worth, and from the patriot's breaft,

(Backward to mingle in detefted war,

But foremoft when engag'd) to turn the death j 535
And numberlefs fuch offices of love,

Daily, and nightly, zealo-us to perform.

SHOOK fudden from the bofom of the iky,

A thoufand mapes or glide athwart the duflc.

Or ftalk majeftic on. Deep-rous'd I feel 549
A facred terror, a fevere delight,

Creep thro' my mortal frame ; and thus, methinks,.

A voice, than human more, th' abftra&ed ear

Of fancy ftrikes. " Be not of us afraid,
" Poor



SUMMER. 67

" Poor kindred Man ! thy fellow-creatures, we 545
" From the fame PARENT-POWER our beings drew,
" The fame our Lord, and laws, and great purfuit,
" Once fome of us, like thee, thro' ftormy life,

"
Toil'd, tempeft-beaten, ere we could attain

" This holy calm, this harmony of mind, 550
" Where purity and peace immingle charms.
" Then fear not us ; but with refponfive fong,
" Amid thefe dim recefles, undifturb'd

"
By noify folly and difcordant vice,

" Of Nature fmg with us, and Nature's GOD. 555
" Here frequent, at the vifionary hour,
" When mufing midnight reigns or filent noon,
"

Angelic harps are in full concert heard,
" And voices chaunting from the wood-crown'd hill,

" The deepening dale, or inmoft fylvan glade : 560
" A privilege beftow'd by us, alone,
* On Contemplation, or the hallow'd ear

" Of Poet, fwelling to feraphic ftrain."

AND art thou,
* STANLEY, of that facred band?

Alas, for us too foon 1 Tho' rais'd above 565
The reach of human pain, above the flight

Of human joy ; yet, with a mingled ray

Of fadly pleas'd remembrance, muft thou feel

A mother's love, a mother's tender woe :

Who feeks thee ftill, in many a former fcene ; 570

* A young lady, well known to the author, who died at the

age of eighteen, in the year 1738.
Seeks
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Seeks thy fair form, thy lovely-beaming eyes,

Thy pleafing converfe, by gay lively fenfe

Infpir'd : where moral wifdom mildly fhone,

Without the toil of art ; and virtue giow'd,

In all her fmiles, without forbidding pride. 575

But, O thou beft of parents ! wipe thy tears ;

Or rather to PARENTAL NATURE pay
The tears of grateful joy, who for a while

Lent thee this younger felf, this opening bloom

Of thy enlightened mind and gentle worth. 580
Believe the Mufe : the wintry blaft of death

Kills not the buds of virtue ; no, they fpread,

Beneath the heavenly beam of brighter funs,

Thro* endlefs ages, into higher powers.

THUS up the mount, in airy vifion rapt,
-

585
I ftray, regardlefs whither ; till the found

Of a near fall of water every fenfe [back,
Wakes from the charm of thought : fwift-fhrinking

I check my fteps, and view the broken fcene.

SMOOTH to the Shelving brink a copious Hood 590
Rolls fair, and placid ; where collected all,

In one impetuous torrent, down the #eep
It thundering flioots, and ihakes the country round.

At firft, an azure iheet, it ruflies broad
;

Then whitening by degrees, as prone it falls, 595
And from the loud-refounding rocks below

Dafh'd in a cloud of foam, it fends aloft

A hoary
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A hoary mift, and forms a ceafelefs fhower.

Nor can the tortur'd wave here find repofe :

But, raging ftill amid the fhaggy rocks, 600

Now flafties o'er the fcatter'd fragments, now
Aflant the hollow channel rapid darts ;

And falling fail from gradual Hope to ilope,

With wild infracted courfe, and leffened roar,

It gains a fafer bed, and fteals, at laft, 605

Along the mazes of the quiet vale.

INVITED from the cliff, to whofe dark brow

He clings, the fleep-afcending eagle foars,

With upward pinions thro' the flood of day;

And, giving full his bofom to the blaze, 610

Gains on the fun ; while all the tuneful race,

Smit by afflictive noon, diforder'd droop,

Deep in the thicket ; or, from bovver to bower

Refponfive, force an interrupted iirain.

The Hock-dove only thro' the foreft cooes, 615

Mournfully hoarfe ; oft ceafing from his plaint,

Short interval of weary woe ! again

The fad idea of his murder'd mate,

Struck from his fide by favage fowler's guile,

Acrofs his fancy comes ; and then refounds 620

A louder fong of forrow thro' the grove.

BESIDE the dewy border let me fit,

All in the freflmefs of the humid air ;

There in that hollowed rock, grotefque and wild,

An ample chair mofs-lin'd, and ever head 625

By
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By flowering umbrage fhaded ; where the bee

Strays diligent, and with th' extracted balm

Of fragrant woodbine loads his little thigh.

Now, while I tafte the fweetnefs of the made,

While Nature lies around deep-lull'd in Noon, 630
Now come, bold Fancy, fpread a daring flight,

And view the wonders of the torrid Zone :

Climes unrelenting ! with whofe rage compared,

Yon blaze is feeble, and yon ikies are cool.

SEE, how at once the bright effulgent fun, 635

Rifing direft, fwift chafes from the Iky

The Ihort-liv'd twilight ; and with ardent blaze

Looks gaily fierce o'er all the dazzling air :

He mounts his throne ; but kind before him fends,

liTuing from out the portals of the morn, 640
The *

general Breeze, to mitigate his fire,

And breathe refremment on a fainting world.

Great are the fcenes, with dreadful beauty crown'd

And barbarous wealth, that fee, each circling year,

Returning funs f and double feafcns pafs : 645
Rocks rich in gems, and mountains big with mines,

That on the high equator ridgy rife,'

* Which blows constantly between the tropics from the eaft,

or the collateral points, the north-eaft and fourh-eaft : caufed by
the preflure of the rarefied air on that before it, according to the

diurnal motion of the fun from eaft to weft.

f In all climate* between the tropics, the fan, as h? pa'fles and

repafles in his annual motion, is twice a year vertical, which pro-
duces this effect,

Whence
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Whence many a burfting ftream auriferous plays :

MajefUc woods, of every vigorous green,

Stage above ftage, high waving o'er the hills ; 650
Or to the far horizon wide diffus'd,

A boundlefs deep immenfity of fhade.

Here lofty trees, to ancient fong unknown,
The noble fons of potent heat and floods

654.

Prone-ruming from the clouds, rear high to Heaven

Their thorny ftems, and broad around them throw

Meridian gloom. Here, in eternal prime,

Unnumber'd fruits, of keen delicious tafle

And vital fpirit, drink amid the cliffs,

And burning fands that bank the ihrubby vales, 66

Redoubled day, yet in their rugged coats

A friendly juice to cool its rage contain.

BEAR me, Pomona! to thy citron groves;

To where the lemon and the piercing lime,

With the deep orange, glowing thro' the green, 665
Their lighter glories blend. Lay me reciin'd

Beneath the fpreading tamarind that {hakes,

Fann'd by the breeze, its fever-cooling fruk.

Deep in the night the mafly locuft Iheds,

Quench my hot limbs ; or lead me thro* the maze, 670

Embowering endlefs, of the Indian fig;

Or thrown at gayer eafe, on ibme fair brow,

Let me behold, by breezy murmurs cool'd,

Broad o'er my head the verclun. cedar wave,

And high palmetos lift their graceful ihade. 675
O ftretch'd
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O ftretch'd amid thefe orchards of the fun,

Give me to drain the cocoa's milky bowl,

And from the palm to draw its fremening wine !

More bounteous far than all the frantic juice

Which Bacchus pours. Nor, on its {lender twigs 680

Low-bending, be the full pomegranate fcorn'd ;

Nor, creeping thro' the woods, the gelid race

Of berries. Oft in humble ftation dwells

UnboaHful worth, above faiHdious pomp.

Witnefs, thou belt Anana, thou the pride 685
Of vegetable life, beyond whate'er

The poets imag'd in the golden age :

Quick let me flrip thee of thy tufty coat,

Spread thy ambrofial ftores, and feaft with Jove!

FROM thefe the profpeft varies. Plains immenfe

Lie ftretch'd below, interminable meads, 691
And vaft favannahs, where the wandering eye,

Unfixt, is in a verdant ocean loft.

Another Flora there, of bolder hues,

And richer fweets, beyond our garden's pride, 695

Plays o'er the fields, and mowers with fudden hand

Exuberant fpring : for oft thefe valleys ihift

Their green-embroider'd robe to fiery brown,
And fwift to green again, as fcorching funs,

Or {beaming dews and torrent rains, prevail. 700

ALONG thefe lonely regions, where retir'd,

From little fcenes of art, great Nature dwells

In
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fn awful folitude, and nought is feen

But the wild herds that own no matter's flail,

Prodigious rivers roll their fatning Teas : 705
On whofe luxuriant herbage, half- concealed,

Like a fallen cedar, far difFus'd his train,

Cas'd in green fcaies, the crocodile extends.

The flood difparts : behold ! in plaited mail,
* Behemoth rears his head. Glanc'd from his fide, 710
The darted fleel in idle fhivers Hies :

He fearlefs walks the plain, or feeks the hills;

Where, as he crops his varied fare, the herds,

In widening circle round, forget their food,

And at the harmlefs ftranger wondering gaze. 715

PEACEFUL, beneath primeval trees, that caft

Their ample made o'er Niger's yellow itream,

And where the Ganges rolls his facred wave ;

Or mid the central depth of blackening woods,

High-rais'd in folemn theatre around, 720
Leans the huge elephant : wiieft of brutes!

O truly wife '.with gentle might endow'd,

Tho' powerful, not deftru&ive \ Here he fees

Revolving ages fweep the changeful earth,

And empires rife and fall ; regardlefs he 725
Of what the never-refting race of Men

Projeft : thrice happy ! could he 'fcape their guile,

Who mine, from cruel avarice, his Heps ;

Or with his towery .grandeur fwell their flate,

* The Hippopotamus, or river-horfe,

E The
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The pride of kings ! or elfe his ftrength pervert, 73*
And bid him rage amid the mortal fray,

Aftonifh'd at the madnefs of mankind.

WIDE o'er the winding umbrage of the floods,

Like vivid blofToms glowing from afar,

Thick fwarm the brighter birds. For Nature's hand,

That with a fportive vanity has deck'd 736
The plumy nations, there her gayeft hues

Profufcly pours.
*
But, if fhe bids them mine,

Array'd in all the beauteous beams of day,

Yet frugal ftill, me humbles them in fong. 740
Nor envy we the gaudy robes they lent

Proud Moxtezuma's realm, whofe legions caft

A boundlefs radiance waving on the fun,

While Philomel is ours ; while in our {hades,

Thro' the foft filence of the liftening night, 74^

The fober-fuited fongftrefs trills her lay.

BUT come, my Mufe, the defart-barrier burft,

A wild expanfe of lifelefs fand and iky.i

And, Twiner than the toiling caravan,

Shoot o'er the vale of Sennar ; ardent climb 750
The Nubian mountains, and the fecret bounds

Of jealous Alyffinia boldly pierce.

Thou art no ruffian, who beneath the ma/k

* In all the regions of the torrid zone, the birds, tho' more
beautiful in their plumage, are obfcrved to be lefs melodious than

ours,

Of
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Of focial commerce com'fl to rob their wealth ;

No holy Fury thou, blafpheming HEAVEN, 7^5
With confecrated fteel to flab their peace,

And thro* the land, yet red from civil wounds,

To fpread the purple tyranny of Rome.

Thou, like the harmlefs bee, may'ft freely range,

From mead to mead bright with exalted flowers, 760
From jafmine grove to grove, may'ft wander gay,

Thro* palmy (hades and aromatic woods,

That grace the plains, inveft the peopled hills,

And up the more than Alpine mountains wave.

There on the breezy fummit, fpreading fair, 765
For many a league ; or on flupendous rocks,

That from the fun-redoubling valley lift,

Cool to the middle air, their lawny tops ;

Where palaces, and fanes, and villas rife ;

And gardens fmile around, and cultur'd fields ; 770
And fountains gufti ; and carelefs herds and Eocks-

Securely ftray ; a world within itfelf,

Difdaining all affault: there let me draw

Ethereal foul, there drink reviving gales,

Profufely breathing from the fpicy groves, 775
And vales of fragrance ; there at ditfance hear

The roaring floods, and cataradls, that fweep

From difembowei'd earth the virgin gold;

And o'er the varied land [kip, reiHefs, rove,

Fervrent with life of every fairer kind : 780
A land of wonders I which the fun iiill eyes

E 2 With
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With ray direct, as of the lovely realm

Inamour'd, and delighting there to dwell.

How chang'd the fcene! In blazing height of noon,

The fun, opprefs'd, is plung'd in thickeft gloom. 785

Still Horror reigns, a dreary twilight round,

Of ftruggling night and day malignant mix'd.

For to the hot equator crouding fair,

Where, highly rarefy'd, the yielding air

Admits their dream, inceffant vapours roll, 790

Amazing clouds on clouds continual heap'd ;

Or whirl'd tempeftuous by the guily wind,

Or filent borne along, heavy, and flow,

With the big ftores of learning oceans charg'd.

Meantime, amid thefe upper feas condens'd 795

Around the cold aerial mountain's brow,

And by conflicting winds together dam'd,

The Thunder holds his black tremendous throne :

From cloud to cloud the rending Lightnings rage ;

Till, in the furious elemental war 800

Diffblv'd, the whole precipitated mafs.

Unbroken floods and folid torrents pours.

THE treafures thefe, hid from the bounded fearch

Of ancient knowledge ; whence, with annual pompr

Rich king of floods ! o'erflows the fwelling Nile. 805
From his two fprings, in Gojam's funny realm,

Pure-welling out, he thro' the lucid lake

Of -fair Dambea rolls his infant-ftream.

There,
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There, by the Naiads nurs'd, he fports away
His playful youth, amid the fragrant ifles, 810

That with unfading verdure fmile around.

Ambitious, thence the manly river breaks ;

And gathering many a flood, and copious fed

With all the mellowed treafures of the Iky,

Winds in progreifive majefly along : 815
Thro' fplendid kingdoms now devolves his maze,

Now wanders wild o'er folitary tracts

Of life-deferted fand ; till, glad to quit

The joylefs defart, down the Nubian rocks

From thundering lleep tofteep, he pours his urn, 820

And Egypt joys beneath the fpreading wave.

His brother Niger too, and all the floods

In which the full-form'd maids ofdfric lave

Their jetty limbs ; and all that from the trail

Ofwoody mountains ftretch'd thro' gorgeous Ind 825
Fall on CormandeVs coaft, or Malabar ;

From * Menan * orient ftream, that nightly mines

With infeft-lamps, to where Aurora fheds

On Indus* fmiling banks the rofy mower :

All, at this bounteous feafon, ope their urns, 830
And pour untoiling harveii o'er the land.

NOR lefs thy world, COLUMBUS, drinks, refrem'd,

The laviih moiilure of the melting year.

* The river that runs thro' Slam j on whofe banks a vaft

multitude of thofe infefts called Fire-fiei make a beautiful ap-

pearance in the night.

E 3 Wide
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"Wide o'er his ifles, the branching Oronoque

Rolls a brown deluge ; and the native drives 835
To dwell aloft on life-fufficing trees,

At once his dome, his robe, his food, and arms.

Swell'd by a thoufand flreams, impetuous hurl'd

From all the roaring Andes, huge defcends

The mighty
*

Orellana. Scarce the Mufe 840

Dares llretch her wing o'er this enormous mafs

Of ruining water ; fcarce me dares attempt

The fea-like Plata ; to whofe dread expanfe,

Continuous depth, and wondrous length of courfe,

Our floods are rills. With unabated force, 845
In filent dignity they fweep along,

And traverfe realms unknown, and blooming wilds,

And fruitful defarts, worlds of folitude,

Where the fun fmiles, and feafons teem in vain,

Unfecn, and unenjoy'd. Forfaking thefe, 850
O'er peopled plains they fair-difrufive flow,

And many a nation feed, and circle fafe,

In their foft bofom, many a happy ifle ;

The feat of blamelefs Pan, yet undiilurb'd

By chriftian crimes and Europe's cruel fons. 855
Thus pouring on they proudly feek the deep,

Whofe vanquilhM tide, recoiling from the (hock,

Yields to this liquid weight of half the globe j

And Ocean trembles for his green domain.

The river of the Amazons.

BUT
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BUT what avails this wondrous wafte of wealth ?

This gay profufion of luxurious blifs ? 86 1

This pomp of Nature ? what their balmy meads,

Their powerful herbs, and Ceres void of pain ?

By vagrant birds difpers'd, and wafting winds,

What their unplanted fruits? what the cool draughts,
Th' ambrofial food, rich gums, and fpicy health, 866

Their forefts yield ? Their toiling infetls what,

Their filky pride, and vegetable robes ?

Ah ! what avail their fatal treafures, hid

Deep in the bowels of the pitying earth, 870
Golcondcfs gems, and fad Pcto/t's mines ;

Where dwelt the gentleil children of the fun ?

What all that jtyric's golden rivers roll,

Her odorous woods, and mining ivory (lores ?

Ill-fated race ! the foftening arts of Peace, 875
Whate'er the humanizing Mufes teach ;

The godlike wifdorn of the tempered breaft ;

Progreffive truth, the patient force of thought ;

Inveftigation calm, whofe filent powers
Command the world ; the Li G H T that leads to HE A VE N ;

Kind equal rule, the government of laws, 88 1

And all-protecting FREEDOM, which alone

Suftains the name and dignity of Man :

Thefe are not theirs. The parent-fun himfelf

Seems o'er this world of flaves to tyrannize ; 885

And, with oppreffive ray, the rofeat bloom

Of beauty blafting, gives the gloomy hue,

And feature grofs : or worfe, to ruthlefs deeds,

E 4 Mad
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Mad jealoufy, blind rage, and fell revenge,

Their fervid fpirit fires. Love dwells not there, 890
The foft regards, the tendernefs of life,

The heart-flied tear, th> ineffable delight

Of fweet humanity : thefe court the beam

Of milder climes ; in felfilh fierce defire,

And thewild fury of voluptuous fenfe, 895
There loft. The very brute-creation there

This rage partakes, and burns with horrid fire.

Lo ! the green ferpent, from his dark abode,

Which even Imagination fears to tread,

At noon forth-ifluing, gathers up his train 900
In orbs immenfe, then, darting out anew,

Seeks the refreihing fount ; by which diffus'd,

He throws his folds : and while,with threatning tongue,

And deathful jaws erect, the monfler curls

His flaming creft, all other thirft, appall'd, 905
Or fhivering flies, or check'd at diitance ftands,

Nor dares approach. But ftill more direful he,

The fmall clofe-lurking minifter of fate,

Whofe high-concocled venom thro' the veins

A rapid lightning darts, arrefting fwift 910
The vital current. Form'd to humble Man,
This child of vengeful Nature ! There, fublim'd

To fearlefs luft of blood, the favage race

Roam, licens'd by the ihading hour of guilt,

And foul mifdeed, when the pure day has fhut 91.5

His facred eye. The tyger darting fierce

Impetuous
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Impetuous on the prey his glance has doom'd :

The lively-ftrining leopard, fpeckled o'er

With many a fpot, the beauty of the wade ;

And, fcorning all the taming arts of Man, 920
The keen hyena, felleft of the fell.

Thefe, ruftiing from th* inhofpitable woods

Of Mauritania, or the tufted ifles,

That verdant rife amid the Lybian wild,

Innumerous glare around their maggy king, 925

Majeftic, talking o'er the printed fand ;

And, with imperious and repeated roars,

Demand their fated food.. The fearful flocks

Croud near the guardian fwain ; the nobler herds,

Where round their lordly bull, in rural eafe, 930.

They ruminating lie, with horror hear

The coming rage. Th* awakened village ftarts ;

And to her fluttering breaft the mother {trains

Her thoughtlefs infant. From the Pyratis den,

Or ftern Morocco's tyrant fang efcap'd, 935
The wretch half-wimes for his bonds again :

While, uproar all, the wildernefs refounds,

From Atlas eaftward to the frighted Nile.

UNHAPPY he ! who from the firft of joys,

Society, cut off", is left alone 940
Amid this world of death. Day after day,

Sad on the jutting eminence he fits,

And views the main that ever toils below ;

Still fondly forming in the fartheft verge,.
E 5 Where
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Where the round ether mixes with the wave, 945

Ships, dim-difcover'd, dropping from the clouds ;

At evening, to the fetting fun he turns

A mournful eye, and down his dying heart

Sinks helplefs ; while the wonted roar is up,

And hifs continual thro* the tedious night. 950
Yet here, even here, into thefe black abodes

Of monfters, unappall'd, from ftooping Rome,

And guilty Co-far, LIBERTY retir'd,

Her CATO following thro' Numidian wilds :

Difdainful of Campania's gentle plains, 955
And all the green delights Aufcnia pours ;

When for them me muft bend the fervile knee,

And fawning take the fplendid robber's boon.

NOR Hop the terrors of thefe regions here.

Commiffion'd demons oft, angels of wrath, 960
Let loofe the raging elements. Breath'd hot,

From all the boundlefs furnace of the iky,

And the wide glittering wafte of burning fand,

A fuffocating wind the pilgrim fmites

With inftant death. Patient of thirft and toil, 965
Son of the defart ! even the camel feels,

Shot thro' his wither'd heart, the fiery blaft.

Or from the black-red ether, burfting broad,

Sallies the fudden whirlwind. Strait the fands,

Commov'd around, in gathering eddies play : 970
Nearer and nearer ftill they darkening come ;

Till, with the general all-involving itorm

Swept
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Swept up, th whole continuous wilds arife ;

And by their noon-day fount dejected thrown,.

Or funk at night in fad difaftrous fleep, 975
Beneath defcending hills, the caravan

Is buried deep. In Cairo's crouded ftreets

Th' impatient merchant, wondering, waits in vain,

And Mecca faddens at the long delay.

BUT chief at fea, whofe every flexile wave 980

Obeys the blaft, the aerial tumult fwells.

In the dread ocean, undulating wide,

Beneath the radiant line that girts the globe,

The circling f Typhon, whirl'd from point to point,

Exhaufting all the rage of all the fky, 985.

And dire f Ecnephia reign. Amid the heavens,

Falfely ferene, deep in a cloudy f fpeck

Comprefs'd, the mighty tempeil brooding dwells :

Of no regard, fave to the fldlful eye,

Fiery and foul, the fmall prognoftick hangs 990
Aloft, or on the promontory's brow

Mutters its force. A faint deceitful calm,

A fluttering gale, the demon fends before,

To tempt the fpreading fail. Then down at oncer

Precipitant, defcends a mingled mafs- 99^
Of roaring winds, and flame, and rufhing floods.

f Typbon and Ecnepbia, names of particular florins or hurri-

canes, known only between the tropics.

I CalJed by failoa the Ox-eye* being i appearance at firft

19 bigger,

E 6 In
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In wild amazement fix'd the failor (lands.

Art is too flow : By rapid fate opprefs'd,

His broad-wing'd veffel drinks the whelming tide,

Hid in the bofom of the black abyfs. IOOG

With fuch mad feas the daring
* GAM A fought,

For many a day, and many a dreadful night,

Inceflant, lab'ring round theftormy Cape ;

By bold ambition led, and bolder thirft

Of gold. For then from ancient gloom emerg'd 1005

The rifmg world of trade : the Gc/uus t then,

Of navigation, that, in hopelefs floth,

Had llumberM on the vaft Atlantic deep,

For idle ages, ftarting, heard at laft

The fLusiTANiAN PRINCE; who, HEAvV-infpir'd,.
To love of ufeful glory rous'd mankind, ion
And in unbounded Commerce mix'd the world.

INCREASING ftill the terrors of thefe ftorms,

His jaws horrific arm'd with threefold fate,

Here dwells the direful mark. Lur'd by the fcent 1015
Of {teaming crouds, of rank difeafe, and death,

Behold 1 he rufliing cuts the briny flood,

Swift as the gale can bear the fhip along ;

And, from the partners of that cruel trade,

Which fpoils unhappy Guinea of her fons, 1020

* VASCO DE GAM A, the firft who failed round Africat by
th Cape of Good Hope, to the Eaji Indies.

-|-DoN HENRY, third fon to John the firft, king of Portugal.
His ftrong genius to the difcovcry of new countries was the chief

fuuice of all the modern improvements in navigation.

De-
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Demands his fhare of prey ; demands themfelves.

The ftormy fates defcend : one death involves

Tyrants and flaves ; when ftrait, their mangled limbs

Crafting at once, h dyes the purple feas

With gore, and riots in the vengeful meal. 1025

WHEN o'er this world, by equinoftial rains

Flooded immenfe, looks out the joylefs fun,

And draws the copious fteam : fromr fwampy fensr

Where putrefa&ion into life ferments,

And breathes deftruftive myriads ; or from woods,

Impenetrable lhades, recefles foul, 1031
In vapours rank and blue corruption wrapt,

Whofe gloomy horrors yet no defperate foot

Has ever dar'd to pierce ; then, wafteful, forth

Walks the dire Power of peftilent difeafe. 103$
A thoufand hideous fiends her courfe attend,

Sick Nature blafting, and to heartlefs woe,

And feeble defolation, cafting down

The towering hopes and all the pride of Man.

Such as, of late, at Carthagena quench'd 1040-

The BRITISH fire. You, gallant VERNON, faw

The miferable fcene ^ you, pitying, faw

To infant-weaknefs funk the warrior's arm ;

Saw the deep-racking pang, the ghallly form,

The lip pale-quivering, and the beamlefs eye 1045
No more with ardour bright : you heard the groans

Of agonizing mips, from fhore to more ;

4 Heard,
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Heard, nightly plung'd amid the fullen waves,

The frequent corfe ; while on each other fix'd,

In fad prefage, the blank affiftants feem'd, 1050

Silent, to afk* whom Fate would next demand.

WHAT need I mention thofe inclement fkies,

Where, frequent o'er the fickening city, Plague,

The fierceft child of NEMESIS divine,

Defcends? * From Ethiopia's poifoned woods, 1055.

From ftifled Cairo's filth, and fetid fields

With locuft-armies putrefying heap'd,

This great deftroyer fprung. Her awful rage

The brutes efcape : Man is her deftin'd prey,

Intemperate Man ! and, o'er his guilty domes, 1060

She draws a clofe incumbent cloud of death ;

Uninterrupted by the living winds,

Forbid to blow a wholefome breeze ; and ftain'd

With many a mixture by the fun, fuffus'd,

Of angry afpeft. Princely wifdom, then, 1065

Dejefts his watchful eye ; and from the hand

Of feeble juiHce, ineffectual, drop

The fword and balance : mute the voice of joy,

And hufh'd the clamour of the bufy world.

Empty the ftreets, with uncouth verdure clad ; 1070

Into the worft of defarts fudden turn'd

The chearful haunt of Men : unlefs efcap'd

From the doom'd houfe, where matchlefs horror reigns,

* Thefe arc the caufcs fuppofed to be the firft origin of the

flague, in Dr. Mi A0's elegant book on that fubjeft.

Shut
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Shut up by barbarous fear, the fmitten wretch,

With frenzy wild, breaks loofe ; and, loud to heaven

Screaming, the dreadful policy arraigns, 1076

Inhuman, and unwife. The fallen door,

Yet uninfefted, on its cautious hinge

Fearing to turn, abhors fociety :

Dependants, friends, relations, Love himfelf, 1080

Savag'd by woe, forget the tender tie,

The fweet engagement of the feeling heart.

But vain their felfifti care : the circling Iky,

The wide enlivening air is full of fate ;

And, ftruck by turns, in folitary pangs 1085

They fall, unbleft, untended, and unmourn'd.

Thus o'er the proftrate city black Defpair

Extends her raven wing ; while, to complete

The fcene of defolation, ftretch'd around,

The grim guards ftand, denying all retreat, 1090
And give the flying wretch a better death.

MUCH yet remains unfung : the rage intenfe

Of brazen-vaulted Ikies, of iron fields,

Where drought and famine ftarve the blafted year :

Fir'd by the torch of noon to tenfold rage, 1095
The infuriate hill that fhoots the pillar'd flame ;

And, rous'd within the fubterranean world,

Th' expanding earthquake, that refiftlefs makes

Afpiring cities from their folid bafe,

And buries mountains in the flaming gulph. noo
But 'tis enough ; return, my vagrant Mufe :

A nearer fcene of horroi calls thee home.

* BEHQ.LD,
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BEHOLD, flow-fettling o'er the lurid grove
Unufual darknefs broods ; and growing gains
The fall pofieflion of the fky, furcharg'd 1105
Wkh wrathful vapour, from the fecret beds,

Where fleep the mineral generations, drawn.

Thence Nitre, Sulphur, and the fiery fpume
Of fat Bitumen, {learning on the day,
With various tmttur'd trains of latent flame, mo
Pollute the iky, and in yon baleful cloud,

A reddening gloom, a magazine of fate,

Ferment ; till, by the torch ethereal rous'd,

The dafh of clouds, or irritating war

Of fighting winds, while all is calm below, 1115

They furious fpring. A boding filence reigns,

Dread thro* the dun expanfe ; fave the dull found

That from the mountain, previous to the Itonn,

Rolls o'er the muttering earth, difturbs the flood, .

And makes the foreft-leaf without a breath. 1 120

Prone, to the loweft vale, the aerial tribes

Defcend : the ternpell-loving raven fcarce

Dares wing the dubious dulk. In rueful gaze

The cattle (land, and on the fcowiing heavens

Caft a deploring eye ; by Man forfook, 112^

Who to the crouded cottage hies him fait,

Or feeks the fhelter of the downward cave.

'Tis liitening fear, and dumb amazement all :

When to the flartled eye the fudden glance

Appears far fouth, eruptive thro* the cloud j 1130

And
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And following flower, in explofion vaft,

The Thunder raifes his tremendous voice.

At firft, heard folemn o'er the verge of heaven,

The tempeit growls ; but as it nearer comes,

And rolls its awful burden on the wind,

The lightnings flam a larger curve, and more

The noife aftounds : till over head a flieet

Of livid flame difclofes wide ; then {huts,

And opens wider ; flmts and opens ftili

Expanfive, wrapping ether in a blaze. 1 140
Follows the loofen'd aggravated roar,

Enlarging, deepening, mingling ; peal on peal

Crufli'd horrible, convuliing heaven and earth,

DOWN comes a deluge of fonorous hail,

Or prone-defcendingrain. Wide-rent, the clouds, 1 145
Pour a whole flood ; and yet, its flame unquench'd,
Th' unconquerable lightning ilruggles through,

Ragged and fierce, or in red whirling balls,

And fires the mountains with redoubled rage. 1 149

Black from the ftroke, above, the fmouldring^ine
Stands a fad mattered trunk ; and, itretch'd below*

A lifelefs groupe the blafted cattle lie :

Here the foft flocks, with that fame harmlefs look

They wore alive, and ruminating ftill

In fancy's eye ; and there the frowning bull,

And ox half-rais'd. Struck oa the caftled cliff.

The venerable tower and fpiry fane

Refign their aged pride* The gloomy woods

Start
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Start at the flafh, and from their deep recefs,

Wide-flaming out, their trembling inmates fhake.

Amid Carnarvon's mountains rages loud 1161

The repercaflive roar : with mighty crufh,

Into the flaming deep, from the rude rocks

Of Penmanmaur heap'd hideous to the iky,

Tumble the fmitten cliffs ; and Snonv&rfs peak, 1 165

Diflblving, inftant yields his wintry load.

Far-feen, the heights of heathy Cheviot blaze,

And Ybule bellows thro' her utmoft ifles.

GUILT hears appall'd, with deeply troubled thought.

And yet not always on the guilty head 1170
Defcends the fated flam. Young CELADON
And his AMELIA were a matchlefs pair ;

With equal virtue form'd, and equal grace,

The fame, diftinguifti'd by their fex alone :

Hers the mild luftre of the blooming morn, 1 175

And his the radiance of the rifen day.

THEY lov'd : But fuch their guilelefs paffion was,

As in the dawn of time inform'd the heart

Of innocence, and undiflembling truth.

'Twas friendfhip heightened by the mutual wifh, I i8a

Th' enchanting hope, and fympathetic glow,
Beam'd from the mutual eye. Devoting all

To love, each was to each a dearer felf ;

Supremely happy in th* awakened power
.Of giving joy. Alone, amid the mades, 1185

Still
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Still in harmonious intercourfe they liv'd

The rural day, and talk'd the flowing heart,

Or figh'd and look'd unutterable things.

So pafs'd their life, a clear united ftream,

By care unruffled ; till, in evil hour, 1 190
The tempeft caught them on the tender walk,

Heedlefs how far, and where its mazes ftray'd,

While, with each other bleft, creative love

Still bade eternal Eden fmile around.

Prefaging inilant fate her bofom heav'd 1195
Unwonted fighs, and dealing oft a look

Of the big gloom on CELADON her eye

Fell tearful, wetting her difordered cheek.

In vain afiuring love, and confidence 11 99
In HEAVEN, reprefs'd her fear; it grew, and Ihook

Her frame near difTolution. He perceiv'd

Th' unequal conflid, and as angels look

On dying faints, his eyes companion filed,

With love illumin'd high.
" Fear not," he faid,

" Sweet innocence ! thou flranger to offence, 1205
" And inward florm ! HE, who yon fkies involves
" In frowns of darknefs, ever fmiles on thee

" With kind regard. O'er thee the fecret fhafc

' That wades at midnight, or th' undreaded hour
" Of noon, flies harmlefs: and that very voice, 1210
'* Which thunders terror thro' the guilty heart,
" With tongues of feraphs whifpers peace to thine.

" 'Tis fafety to be near thee fure, and thus

5
" To
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" To clafp perfection !" From his void embrace, 1

2-1.4

Myfterious Heaven ! that moment, to the ground,

A blackened corfe, was ftruck the beauteous maid.

But who can paint the lover, as he Hood,

Pierc'd by fevere amazement, hating life,

Speechlefs, and nx'd in all the death of woe !

So, faint refemblance ! on the marble tomb, 1220

The well-difTembled mourner flooping {lands,

For ever filent, and for ever fad.

As from the face of heaven the fluttered clouds

Tumultuous rove, th* interminable iky

/Sublimer fvvells, and o'er the world expands 1225
A purer azure. Thro* the lightened air

A higher luftre and a clearer calm,

DirFufive, tremble ; while, as if in fign

Of danger part, a glittering robe of joy,

Set off abundant by the yellow ray, 1 230
Inveils the fields ; and nature fmiles reviv'd.

'Tis beauty all, and grateful fong around,

Join'd to the low of kine, and numerous bleat

Of flocks thick-nibbling thro' the clover'd vale.

And (hall the hymn be marr'd by thanklefs Man, 1235
Motl-favcur'd ; who with voice articulate

Should lead the chorus of this lower world ?

Shall he, fo foon forgetful of the hand

That hufh'd the thunder, and ferenes the fky,

Extin^uilb'd feel that fpark the temped wak'd, 1240
That
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That fenfe of powers exceeding far his own,

Ere yet his feeble heart has loll its fears ?

CHEAR'D by the milder beam, the fprightly youth

Speeds to the well-known pool, vvhofe cryftal depth
A fandy bottom fhews. A while he (lands 1 245

Gazing th' inverted landikip, half afraid

To meditate the blue profound below ;

Then plunges headlong down the circling flood.

His ebon trefles, and his rofy cheek

Inftant emerge ; and thro' the obedient wave, 1250
At each fhort breathing by his lip repell'd,

With arms and legs according well, he makes,

As humour leads, an eafy-winding path ;

While, from his poliih'd fides, a dewy light

Effufes on the pleas'd fpeclators round, 1255

THIS is the pureft exercife of health,

The kind refrefher of the fummer-heats ;

Nor, when cold WINTER keens the brightening flood,

Would I weak-fnivering linger on the brink.

Thus life redoubles, and is oft preferv'd. 1260

By the bold fwimmer, ia the fwift illapfe

Of accident difaftrous. Hence the limbs

Knit into force; and the fame Roman arm,

That rofe victorious o'er the conquer'd earth,

Firft learn'd, while tender, to fubdue the wave. 1265

Even, from the body's purity, the mind

Receives a fecret fympathetic aid.

CLOSK
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CLOSE in the covert of an hazel copfe,

Where winded into pleafing folitudes

Runs out the rambling dale, young DAMON fat, 1270

Peniive, and pierc'd with love's delightful pangs.

There to the ftream that down the diftant rocks

Hoarfe-murmuring fell, and plaintive breeze that play*d

Among the bending willows, falfely he

Of Musi DORA'S cruelty complain'd. I27S
She felt his flame ; but deep within her breaft,

In bafhful coynefs, or in maiden pride,

The foft return conceal'd ; fave when it Hole

In fide-long glances from her downcaft eye,

Or from her fwelling foul in ftifled fighs. 1280

Touch'd by the fcene, no ftranger to his vow*,

He fram'd a melting lay, to try her heart ;

And, if an infant paflion ftruggled there,

To call that paflion forth. Thrice happy fwain !

A lucky chance, that oft decides the fate 1285
Of mighty monarchs, then decided thine.

For lo ! conduced by the laughing Loves,

This cool retreat his Musi DOR A fought :

Warm in her cheek the fultry feafon glow'd ;

And, robe'd in loofe array, me came to bathe 1290
Her fervent limbs in the refrefliing ftream.

What (hail he do ? In fweet confufion loft,

And dubious flutterings, he a while remain'd :

A pure ingenuous elegance of foul,

A delicate refinement, known to few, I295

Perplex'd his breaft, and urg'd him to retire :

But
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But love forbade. Ye prudes in virtue, fay,

Say, ye fevered, what would you have done ?

Meantime, this fairer nymph than ever bleft

Arcadian dream, with timid eye around 1303
The banks furveying, ftripp'd her beauteous limbs,

To tafte the lucid coolnefs of the flood.

Ah then ! not Paris on the piny top

Of Ida panted flronger, when afide

The wval-goddefles the veil divine 1305
Caft unconfin'd, and gave him all their charms,

Than, DAMON, thou ; as from the fnowy leg,

And {lender foot, th' inverted filk me drew ;

As the foft touch difTolv'd the virgin zone ;

And, thro' th' parting robe, th' alternate breaft, 1310
With youth wild-throbbing, on thy lawlefs gaze
In full luxuriance rofe. But, defperate youth,
How durft thou rifque the foul-diilrading view ;

As from her naked limbs, of glowing white,

Harmonious fwell'd by Nature's fineft hand, 13 1

In folds loofe-floating fell the fainter lawn ;

And fair-expos'd (he ilood, ihrunk from herfelf,
]

With fancy blufhing, at the doubtful breeze

Alarm'd, and fiarting like the fearful fawn ?

Then to the flood me rufh'd ; the parted flood 1320
Its lovely gueft with clofmg waves receiv'd ;

And every beauty foftening, every grace

Pluming anew, a mellow luftre fhed :

As mines the lily thro' the cryftal mild ;

Or as the rofe amid the morning dew, 1325
Frefh
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Frefti from Aurora's hand, more fweetly glows.
While thus me wanton'd, now beneath the wave

But ill-conceal'd ; and now with itreaming locks,

That half-embrac'd her in a humid veil,

Rifing again, the latent DAMON drew

Such madning draughts of beauty to the foul,

As for a while o'envhelm'd his raptur'd thought
With luxury too-daring. Check'd, at laft,

By love's refpectful modelty, he deem'd

The theft profane, if aught profane to love 1335
Can e'er be deem'd ; and, ftruggling from the (hade,

With headlong h-urry fled : but firft thefe lines,

Trac'd by his ready pencil, on the bank

With trembling hand he threw. " Bathe on, my fair,

" Yet unbeheld fave by the facred eye . 1340
" Of faithful love : I go to guard thy haunt,
" To keep from thy recefs each vagrant foot,

" And each licentious eye." With wild furprize,

As if to marble ftruck, devoid of fenfe,

A ftupid moment motionlefs (he flood : 1345
So Hands the *

ftatue that enchants the world,

So bending tries to veil the matchlefs boaft,

The mingled beauties of exulting Greece.

Recovering, fwift flie flew to find thofe robes

Which blifsful Eden knew not ; and, array'd 1350
In carelefs hafte, th' alarming paper fnatch'd.

But, when her DAMON'S well-known hand me few,

Her terrors vaniiVd, and a fofter train

* TheVenus of Medici.

Of
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Of mixt emotions, hard to be defcrib'd,

Her fudden bofom feiz'd : fhame void of guilt, 1355
The charming blum of innocence, efteem

And admiration of her lover's flame,

By modefty exalted : even a fenfe

Of felf- approving beauty Hole acrofs

Her bufy thought. At length, a tender calm 1360
Hufh'd by degrees the tumult of her foul ;

And on the fpreading beech, that o'er the flream

Incumbent hung, me with the filvan pen
Of rural lovers this confeffion carv'd,

Which foon her DAMON kifs'd with weeping joy: 1365
" Dear youth ! fole judge of what thefe verfes mean,
"
By fortune too much favour'd, but by love,

" Alas! not favour'd lefs, be ftill as how
'* Difcreet: the time may come you need not flv."

THE fun has loft his rage! his downward orb 1370
Shoots nothing now but animating warmth,

And vital luftre ; tha;, with various ray,

Lights up the clouds, thofe beauteous robes of heaven,

Inceflant roll'd into romantic fhapes,

The dream of waking fancy ! Broad below, 1375
Cover'd with ripening fruits, and fwelling faft

Into the perfect year, the pregnant earth

And all her tribes rejoice. Now the foft hour

Of walking comes : for him who lonely loves

To feek the diftant hills, and there converfe 1300
With Nature ; there to harmonize his heart,

F And
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And in pathetic fong to breathe around

The harmony to others. Social friends,

Attun'd to happy unifon of foul ;

To whofe exalting eye a fairer world, 1385
Of which the vulgar never had a glimpfe,

Difplays its charms ; whofe minds are richly fraught

With philofbphic (lores, fuperior light ;

And in whofe breaft, enthufiaftic, burns

Virtue, the fons of intereft deem romance; 1 390
Now call'd abroad enjoy the falling day :

Now to the verdant Portico of woods,

To Nature's vaft Lyceum, forth they walk ;

By that kind School where no proud mailer reigns,

The full free converfe of the friendly heart, 1395

Improving and improv'd. Now from the world,

Sacred to fweet retirement, lovers (teal,

And pour their fouls in tranfport, which the SIRE

Of love approving hears, and calls it good. *399
Which way, AMANDA, mail we bend our courfe ?

The choice perplexes. Wherefore mould we chufe ?

All is the fame with thee. Say, (hall we wind

Along the ftreams ? or walk the fmiling mead ?

Or court the foreil-glades ? or wander wild

Among the waving harvefts ? or afcend,

While radiant Summer opens all its pride,

Thy hill, delightful
* Sbene ? Here let us fweep

The boundlefs landikip : now the raptur'd eye,

* The old name of ttidmntf fignifying in Saxon Shining,
cr Sj>i'(ador,

Exulting
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Exulting fwift, to huge AUGUSTA fend.

Now to the *
Sifter -Hills that fkirt her plain,

To lofty Harrow now, and now to where

Majeftic Windfor lifts his princely brow.

In lovely contraft to this glorious view

Calmly magnificent, then will we turn

To where the filver THAMES firft rural grows. 1415
There let the feafted eye unwearied ftray :

Luxurious, there, rove thro* the pendant woods

That nodding hang o'er HARRINGTON'S retreat ;

And, Hooping thence to Ham's embowering walks,

Beneath whofe Ihades, in fpotlefs peace retir'd, 1420
With HER the pleafmg partner of his heart,

The worthy QUEENSB'RY yet laments his GAY,
And polifh'd CORN BURY wooes the willing Mufe,

Slow let us trace the matchlefs VALE OF THAMES ;

Fair-winding up to where the Mufes haunt 1425
In Tivifnam** bowers, and for their POPE implore
The healing GOD f ; to royal Hampton's pile,

To Cler/neat's terrafs'd height, and EJber's groves,
Where in the fweeteft folitude, embraced

By the foft windings of the filent Mole, H3*
From courts and fenates PELHAM finds repofe.

Inchanting vale ! beyond whate'er the Male
Has of Afhaia or He/peria fung !

O vale of blifs ! O foftly-fweRing hills !

On which the Power of Cultivation lies, '435
And joys to fee the wonders of his toil.

*
Hizbgate and Hamflead^

f lathis laft ficknefs,

F -'. HEAVENS !
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HEAVENS ! what a goodly profpeft fpreads around,
Of hills, and dales, and woods, and lawns, and fpires,

And glittering towns, and gilded flreams, till all

The ftretching landlkip into fmoke decays ! 1440
Happy BRITAICNIA ! where the QU EE N OF ARTS,

Infpiring vigour, LIBERTY abroad

Walks, unconfin'd, even to thy fartheft cotts,

And fcatters plenty with unfparing hand.

RICH is thy foil, and merciful thy clime ; H4
Thy ftreams unfailing in the Summer's drought ;

Unmatch'd thy guardian-oaks ; thy valleys float

With golden waves : and on thy mountains flocks

Bleat numberlefs : while, roving round their fides,

Bellow the blackening herds in luity droves. H5
Beneath, thy meadows glow, and rife unquelPd

Againft the mower's fcythe. On every hand

Thy villas fhine. Thy country teems with wealth ;

And property aflures it to the fwain,

Pleas'd, and unwearied, in his guarded toil. 1455

FULL are thy cities with the fons of art;

And trade and joy, in every bufy ftreet,

Mingling are "heard : even Drudgery himfelf,

As at the car he fweats, or dufty hews

The palace-Hone, looks gay. Thy crouded ports,

Where rifing mafts an eodlefs profpeft yield, 1461
With labour burn, and echo to the Ihouts

Of hurried failor, as he hearty waves

His
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His laft adieu, and loofening every meet,

Refigns the fpreading veflel to the wind. 1465

BOLD, firm, and graceful, are thy generous youth,

By hardfhip fmew'd, and by danger fir'd,

Scattering the nations where they go ; and firfl

Or on the lifted plain, or ftormy feas.

Mild are thy glories too, as o'er the plans 1470
Of thriving peace thy thoughtful fires prelide ;

In genius, and fubftantial learning, high ;

For every virtue, every worth, renown'd ;

Sincere, plain-hearted, hofpitable, kind ;

Yet like the muftering thunder when provok'd, 1475
The dread of tyrants, and the fole refource

Of thofe that under grim oppreflion groan.

THY SONS OF GLORY many! ALFRED thiney

In whom the fplendor of heroic war,

And more heroic peace, when govern'd well, 1480
Combine ; whofe hallowed name the virtues faint,

And his o-ivn Mufes love ; the beft of Kings !

With him thy EDWARDS and thy HENRYS mine,

Names dear to Fame ; the firft who deep imprefs'd

On haughty Gaul the terror of thy arms, H^S
That awes her genius {till. In Statefmen thou,

And Patriot s, fertile. Thine a fteady MORE,
Who, with a generous tho' miftaken zeal,

Withftood a brutal tyrant's ufeful rage,

Like CATO firm, like ARISTIDES juft, 1490

F 3 Like.
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Like rigid CINCINNATUS nobly poor,
A dauntlefs foul ereft, who fmiPd on death.

Frugal, and wife, a WALSINGHAM is thine ;

A DRAKE, who made thee miftrefs of the deep,
And bore thy name in thunder round the world. 1495
Then flam'd thy fpirit high : but who can fpeak
The numerous worthies of the MAIDEN REIGN ?

In RALEIGH mark their every glory mix'd ;

RALEIGH, the fcourge of Spain! whofe breaft with all

The fage, the patriot, and the hero burn'd. 1500
Nor funk his vigour, when a coward-reign

The warrior fetter'd, and at laft refign'd,

To glut the vengeance of a vanquim'd foe.

Then, aftive dill and unreftrain'd, his mind

Explor'd the vaft extent of ages paft, 1505
And with his prifon-hours enrich'd the world ;

Yet found no times, in all the long refearch r

So glorious, or fo bafe, as thofe he proved,

In which he conquer'd, and in which he bled
1

.

Nor can the Mufe the gallant SIDNEY pafs, 1510
The plume of war ! with early laurels crown'd,

The Lover's myrtle, and the Poet's bay.

A HAM DEN too is thine, illuflrious land,

Wife, ftrenuous, firm, of unfubmitting foul,

Who ftem'd the torrent of a downward age 1515

To flavery prone, and bade thee rife again,

In all thy native pomp of freedom bold.

Bright, at his call, thy Age of Mm effulg'd,

Of Men on whom late time a kindling eye

Shall
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ShaH turn, and tyrants tremble while they read. 1520

Bring every fweeteft flower, and let me flrew

The grave where RUSSEL lies ; whofe temper'd blood,

With calmeft chearfulnefs for thee refign'd,

Stain'd the fad annals of a giddy reign ;

Aiming at lawlefs power, tho' meanly funk 1525
In loofe inglorious luxury. With him

His friend, the * BRITISH CASSIUS, fearlefs bled ;

Of high determin'd fpirit, roughly brave,

By ancient learning to th' enlightened love

Of ancient freedom warm'd. Fair thy renown 1530
In awful Sages and in noble Bards ;

Soon as the light of dawning Science fpread
Her orient ray, and wak'd the Mufes' fong.

Thine is a BACON ; haplefs in his choice,

Unfit to fland the civil rtorm of ftate, 1535
And thro' the fmooth barbarity of courts,

With firm but pliant virtue, forward ftill

To urge his courfe : him for the ftudious made

Kind Nature form'd, deep, comprehenfive, clear,

Exact, and elegant ; in one rich foul, *54*
PLATO, the STAGYRITE, and TULLY join'd.

The great deliverer he ! who from the gloom
Of cloifter'd monks, and jargon-teaching fchools,

Led forth the true Philofophy, there long
Held in the magic chain of words and forms, 1545
And definitions void : he led her forth,

Daughter of HEAVEN ! that flow-afcending ftill,

* ALGERNON SIDNEY.

F
4. Inveitigating
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Inveftigating fare the chain of things,

With radiant finger points to HEAVEN again.
The generous

* ASHLEY thine, the friend of Man ;

Who fcann'd his Nature with a brother's eye, 1551
His weaknefs prompt to fhade, to raife his aim,

To touch the finer movements of the mind,

And with the moral beauty charm the heart.

Why need I name thy BOYLE, whofe pious fearch

Amid the dark receffes of his works, '55 6

The great CREATOR fought ? And why thy LOCKE,
Who made the whole internal world his own ?

Let NEWTON, pure Intelligence, whom GOD
To mortals lent, to trace his boundlefs works 1560
From laws fublimely fimple, fpeak thy fame

In all philofophy. For lofty fenfe,

Creative fancy, and infpeftion keen

Thro* the deep windings of the human heart, 1564
Is not wild SHAKESPEARE thine and Nature's boaft .

?

Is not each great, each amiable Mufe

Of claflic ages in thy MILTON met ?

A genius univerfal as his theme ;

Aftonifliing as Chaos, as the bloom.

Of blowing Eden fair, as Heaven fublime. 1570
Nor fhall my verfe that elder bard forget,

The gentle SPENCER, Fancy's pleafing fon ;

Who, like a copious river, pour'd his fong

O'er all the mazes of enchanted ground :

Nor thee, his ancient matter, laughing fage,

# ANTONY AJHLXY COOPER, Earl of Sbaftfiury.

CHAUCER,
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CHAUCER, whofe native manners-painting verfe,

Well-moraliz'd, fhines thro' the Gothic cloud

Of time and language o'er thy genius thrown.

MAY my fong foften, as thy DAUGHTERS I,

BRITANNIA, hail ! for beauty is their own,, 1580
The feeling heart, fimplicity of life,

And elegance, and tafte : the faultlefs form,

Shap'd by the hand of harmony ; the cheek,

Where the live crimfon, thro' the native white

Soft-mooting,, o'er the face diffufes bloom, 1585
And every namelefs grace ; the parted lip,

Like the red rofe-bud moift with morning-dew,

Breathing delight ; and, under flowing jet,

Or funny ringlets, or of circling brown,

The neck ilight-fhaded, and the fwelling breaft ; 1590
The look refiillefs, piercing to the foul,

And by the foul infornvd, when dreft in love

She fits high-fmiling in the confcious eye.

ISLAND of biifs I amid the fabjeft feas,

That thunder round thy rocky coafls, fet up, 1595
At once the wonder, terror, and delight,

Of diitant nations ; whofe remoteft mores

Can foon be ihaken by thy naval arm j

Not to be (hook thyfelf, but all aflaults

Baffling, as thy hoar cliffs the loud fea-wave. 1600

O THOU ! by whofe almighty Nod the fcale

Of empire rifes,. or alternate falls,

F 5 Send
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Send forth the faring VIRTUES round the land,

In bright patrol : white Peace, and focial Love ;

The tender-looking Charity, intent 1605
On gentle deeds, and fhedding tears thro* fm-iles ;

Undaunted Truth, and Dignity of mind ;

Courage composed, and keen ; found Temperancey

Healthful in heart and look ; clear Chajlity y

With blufhes reddening as me moves along, 1610

Difordered at the deep regard me draws ;

Rough Induftry ; Attwity untir'd,

With copious life inform'd, and all awake :

While in the radiant front, fuperior mines

That firft paternal virtue, Public Zeal ; 1615
Who throws o'er all an equal wide furvey,.

And, ever mufing on the common weal,

Still labours glorious with fome great defign.

Low walks the fun, and broadens by degrees,

Ju ft o'er the verge of day. The Ihiftiag clouds 1620

Aflembled gay, a richly-gorgeous train,

In all their pomp attend his fetting throne.

Air, earth, and ocean fmile immenfe. And nowv
As if his weary chariot fought the bowers

Of Ampkitritiy and her tending nymphs, 1625

(So Grecian fable fung) he dips his orb ;

Now half-immers'd ; -and now a golden curve

Gives one bright grance, then total difappears.

FOR ever running an enchanted round,

Pafles the day, deceitful, vain and void ; 1630-

2 As
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As fleets the viiion o'er the formful brain,

7"his moment hurrying wild th' impaffion'd foul,

The next in nothing loft. 'Tis fo to him,

The dreamer of this earth, an idle blank :

A fight of horror to the cruel wretch, 1635
Who all day long in fordid pleafure roll'd,

Himfelf an ufelefs load, has fquander'd vile,

Upon his fcoundrel train, what might have cheer'd

A drooping family of modeft worth.

But to the generous ftill-improving mind, 1640
That gives the hopelefs heart to fing for joy,

Diffufmg kind beneficence around,

Boaftlefs, as now defcends the fiknt dew ;

To him the long review of order'd life

Is inward rapture, only to be felt. 164.5

CONFESSED from yonder flow-extinguifli'd clouds,.

All ether foftening, fober Evening takes

Her wonted ftation in the middle air ;

A thoufand Jhadoius at her beck. Firft this

She fends on earth ; then that of deeper dye 1650
Steals foft behind ; and then a deeper tlill,

In circle following circle, gathers round,

To clofe the face of things. A fremer gale

Begins to wave the wood, and ftir the ftream,

Sweeping with fhadowy guft the fields of corn ; 16^5
While the quail clamours for his running mate.

Wide o'er the thiftly lawn, as fwells the breeze,

A whitening mower of vegetable down

Amuiive floats. The kind impartial care

F 6 QC
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Of Nature nought difdains : thoughtful to feed 1660

Her loweft fons, and clothe the coming year,

From field to field the feathered feeds me wings.

His folded flock fecure, the fhepherd home

Hies, merry-hearted ; and by turns relieves

The ruddy milk-maid of her brimming pail ; 1665:.

The beauty whom perhaps his witlefs heart,

Unknowing what the joy-mixt anguiih means,

Sincerely loves, by that beft language fhewn

Of cordial glances, and obliging deeds.

Onward they pafs, o'er many a panting height, 1670

And valley funk, and unfrequented ; where

At fall of eve the fairy people throng,

In various game, and revelry, to pafs

The fummer-night, as village-flories tell.

But far about they wander from the grave 1675.

Of him, whom his ungentle fortune urg'd

Againil his own fad bread to lift the hand

Of impious violence. The lonely tower

Js alfo fhun'd ;, whofe mournful chambers hold*

So night-ftruck Fancy dreams, the yelling gholt. 1680

AMONG the crooked lanes, on every hedge,
The glow-worm lights his gem ; and, thro' the dark, :

A moving radiance twinkles. Evening yields

The world to Night; not in her winter-robe

Of maffy Stygian woof, but loofe array 'd 1685
In mantle dun. A faint erroneous ray,

Glanc'd from th' imperfect furfaces of things,

Flings
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Elings half an image on the draining eye ;

While wavering woods, and villages, and ftreams,

And rocks, and mountain-tops, that long retain'd 1 699
Th' afcending gleam, are all one fwimming fcene,

Uncertain if behekL Sudden to heaven

Thence weary vifion turns ; where, leading foft

The filent hours of love, with pureft ray

Sweet Venus mines ; and from her genial rife, 1695:
When day-light fickens till it fprings afrefh,

Unrival'd reigns, the faireft lamp of night.

As thus th' effulgence tremulous I drink,

With cherifh'd gaze, the lambent lightnings moot

Acrofs the Iky ; or horizontal dart 1700
In wondrous fhapes : by fearful murmuring crowds

Portentous deem'd. Amid the radiant orbs,.

That more than, deck, that animate the fky,

The life-infufmg funs of other worlds ;

Lo ! from the dread immenfity of fpace 1.705,

Returning, with accelerated courfe,

The ruining comet to the fun defcends ;

And as he finks below the fhading earth,

With awful train projected o'er the heavens,

The guilty nations tremble. But, above 1710
Thofe fuperftitious horrors that enilave

The fond fequacious herd, to myftic faith

And blind amazement prone, the enlightened few,

Whofe godlike minds philofophy exalts,

The glorious ftranger hail. They feel a joy 1715

Divinely great ; they in their powers exult, [fpurns

That wondrous force of thought, which mounting
This



no SUMMER,
This duflcy fpot, and meafures all the iky :

While, from his far excurfion thro' the wilds

Of barren ether, faithful to his time,

They fee the blazing wonder rife anew,

In feeming terror clad, but kindly bent

To work the will of all-fuftaining LOVE :

From his huge vapoury train perhaps to (hake

Reviving moifture on the numerous orbs,

Thro' which his long ellipfis winds ; perhaps
To lend new fuel to declining funs-,

To light up worlds, and feed th j
eternal fire.

WITH thee, ferene PHILOSOPHY, with thee,

And thy bright garland, let me crown my fong ! 1730
Effufive fource of evidence, and truth !

A luftre (bedding o'er th' ennobkd mind,

Stronger than fummer-noon ; and pure as that,

Whofe mild vibrations footh the parted foul,

New to the dawning of eeleftial day. 1735-

Hence thro' her nourim'd powers, enlarged by thee,

She fprings aloft, with elevated pride,

Above the tangling mafs of low defires,

That bind the fluttering crowd ; and, angel-wing'd,

The heights of fcience, and of virtue gains, 1740
Where all is calm and clear j with Nature rourfd,

Or in the ftarry regions, or th' abyfs,

To Reafon's and to Fancy's eye difplay'd :

The Firft up- tracing, from the dreary void,

The chain of caufes and efFecls to HIM, J 74
The world-producing ESSENCE, who alone

PofTeffes
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PofTefTes being ; while the Laft receives

The whole magnificence of heaven and earth,

And every beauty, delicate or bold,

Obvious or more remote, with livelier fenfe, 1750
Diffufive painted on the rapid mind.

TUTOR'D by thee, hence POETRY exalts

Her voice to ages ; and informs the page
With mufic, image, fentiment, and thougJit,

Never to die ! the treafure of mankind ! 1 7S5
Their higheft honour, and their trued joy !

WITHOUT thee what were unenlightened Man?
A favage roaming thro' the woods and wilds,

In queft of prey ; and with th' unfafhioned furr

Rough-clad ; devoid of every finer art, 1760
And elegance of life. Nor happinefs

Domeftic, mix'd of tendernefs and care,

Nor moral excellence, nor focial blifa,

Nor guardian law were his
-,
nor various fkill

To turn the furrow, or to guide the tool 1765
Mechanic ; nor the heaven-conduded prow
Of navigation bold, that fearlefs braves

The burning line or dares the wintry pole ;

Mother fevere of infinite delights !

Nothing, fave rapine, indolence, and guile, 1/70
And woes on woes, a ftill-revolving train !

Whofe horrid circle had made human life

Than non-exiftence worfe : but, taught by thee,

Ours are the plans of policy, and peace ;

To live like brothers, and conjunctive all
"

1775

mbellim
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Embelliih life. While thus laborious crowds-

Ply the tough oar, PHILOSOPHY dire&s

The ruling helm ; or like the liberal breath

Of potent Heaven, invifible, the fail

Swells out, and bears th' inferior world along. 1780

NOR to this evanefcent fpeck of earth

Poorly confm'd, the radiant trafts on high

Are her exalted range ; intent to gaze

Creation thro' ; and, from that full complex
Of never-e,nding wonders, to conceive 1 7^S
Of the SOLE BEING right, who fpoke the Word,

And Nature mov'd complete. With inward view,

Thence on th' ideal kingdom fwift me turns

Her eye ; and inftant, at her powerful glance,

Th' obedient phantoms vanifh or appear ; 1.790

Compound, divide, and into order Ihift,

Each to his rank, from plain perception up
To the fair forms of Fancy's Meeting train :

To reafon then, deducing truth from truth ;

And notion quite abftraft; where firil begins 1795
The world of fpirits, adion all, and life

Unfettered, and unmixt. But here the cloud,

So wills ETERNAL PROVIDENCE, fits deep.

Enough for us to know that this dark ftate,

In wayward paffions loft, and vain purfuits, 1800

This Infancy of Being, cannot prove
The final LTue of the works of GOD,

By boundlefs LOVE and perfect WISDOM form'd,

And ever rifmg with the rifing mind.

A U T U M N.
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The ARGUMENT.

The fubjett propofed. Addrejftd to Mr ON SLOW. A
profpetl of the fields readyfor harveft. Refefiions in

praife of inditftry raifed by that vie-w. Reaping. A
tale relative to it. A harveft ftorm. Shooting and

hunting^ their barbarity. A ludicrous account offox-

hunting* A view of an orchard. Wall-fruit. A
vineyard. A defcription offogs, frequent in the latter

part of Autumn : whence a digrejjion, enquiring int

the rife offountains and rivers* Birds offeafon con-

fidered, that now Jhift their habitation* The prodi-

gious number of them that cover the northern and

weftern ijles of SCOTLAND. Hence a view of the

country. A profpefl of the difcoloured^ fading <vooods*

After a gentle dufky day y moon-light. Autumnal me-

teors. Morning : to which fucceeds a calm y pure.,

fun-Jhiny day> fuch as ufuallyJhuts up the feafon. The

harveft being gathered in, the country diffolved in joy.

The whole concludes with a panegyric on a philofophical

country life*



AUTUMN.
CROWN'D

with the fickle and the wheaten fheaf,

While AUTUMN, nodding o'er the yellow plain^

Comes jovial on ; the Doric reed once more,

Well pleas'd, I tune. Whate'er the Wintry froft

Nitrous prepar'd ; the various-blofTom'd Spring 5

Put in white promife forth ; and Summer-funs

Conco&ed ftrong, rufli boundlefs now to view,

Full, perfect all, and fwell my glorious theme.

ONSLOW ! the Mufe, ambitious of thy name,

To grace, infpire, and dignify her fong, 10

Would from the Pullic Voice thy gentle ear

A while engage. Thy noble cares ihe knows,

The patriot virtues that diftend thy thought,

Spread on thy front, and in thy bofom glow ;

While liftening fenates hang upon thy tongue, 15

Devolving thro* the maze of eloquence

A roll of periods, fweeter than her fong.

But (he too pants for public virtue, fhe,

Tho' weak of power, yet flrong in ardent will,

Whene'er her country ruihes on her heart, 20

Affumes a bolder note, and fondly tries

To mix the patriot's with the poet's flame.

WHEN
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WHEN the bright Virgin gives the beauteous days,

And Libra weighs in equal fcales the year ;

From heaven's high cope the fierce effulgence (hook 25

Of parting Summer, a ferener blue,

With golden light enlivened, wide invefts

The happy world. Attemper'd funs arife,

Sweet-beam'd, and fhedding oft thro' lucid clouds

A pleafing calm ; while broad, and brown, below 30
Extenfive harvefts hang the heavy head*

Rich, fllent, deep, they ftand ; for not a gale

Rolls its light billows o'er the bending plain :

A calm of plenty 1 till the ruffled air

Falls from its poife, and gives the breeze to blow. "35

Rent is the fleecy mantle of the fky ;

The clouds fly different ; and the fudden fun

By fits effulgent gilds th' illumin'd field,,

^nd black by fits the ihadows fweep along..

A gaily-checker'd heart-expanding view, 43
Far as the circling eye can fhoot around,

Unbounded toffing in a flood of corn.

THESE are thy blemngs, INDUSTRY! rough power!
Whom labour ftill attends, and fweat, and pain ;

Yet the kind fource of every gentle art, 45
And all the foft civility of life :

Raifer of human kind ! by Nature caft,

Naked, and helplefs, out amid the woods

And wilds, to rude inclement elements ;

With, various feeds of art deep in the mind 50

Em*
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Implanted, and profufely pour'd around

Materials infinite ; but idle all.

Still unexerted in th' unconfcious breaft,

Slept the lethargic powers ; corruption ftill,

Voracious, fwallowed what th liberal hand 55
Of bounty fcatter'd o'er the favage year :

And {till the fad barbarian, roving, mix'd

With beafts of prey ; or for his acorn-meal

Fought the fierce tufky boar ; a mivering wretch !

Aghait, and comfortlefs, when the bleak north, 60

With Winter charg'd, let the mix'd tempeft fly,

Hail, rain, and fnow, and bitter-breathing froft;

Then to the Ihelter of the hut he fled ;

And the wild feafon, fordid, pin'd away,

For home he had not ; home is the refort 65
Of love, of joy, of peace and plenty, where,

Supporting and fupported, polilh'd friends,

And dear relations mingle into blifs.

But this the rugged favage never felt,

Even defolate in crowds ; and thus his days 70
Roll'd heavy, dark, and unenjoy'd along :

A waile of time ! till INDUSTRY approach'd,

And rous'd him from his miferable floth :

His faculties unfolded ; pointed out,

Where lavilh Nature the directing hand 75
Of Art demanded ; mevv'd him how to raife

His feeble force by the mechanic powers,

To die the mineral from the vaulted earth;O
On what to turn the piercing rage of fire,

On
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On what the torrent, and the gathered blaft ; 80

Gave the tall ancient foreft to his ax ;

Taught him to chip the wood, and hew the (lone,

Till by degrees the finiih'd fabric rofe ;

Tore from his limbs the blood-polluted furr,

And wrapt them in the woolly veftment warm, 85

Or bright in gloffy filk, and flovying lawn ;

With wholefome viands nli'd his table, pour'd

The generous glafs around, infpir'd to wake

The life-refining foul of decent wit :

Nor itopp'd at barren bare neceflity ; 90

But.fHll advancing bolder, led him on

To pomp, to pleafure, elegance, and grace ;

And, breathing high ambition thro' his foul,

Set fcience, wifdom, glory in his view,

And bade him be the Lord of all below. 95

THEN gathering men their natural powers com-

And form'd a Public ; to the general good [bin'd,

Submitting, aiming, and conducting all.

F:T this the Patriot -Council met, the full,

The free, and fair]y reprefented Wbcle ; 100

For this they plann'd the holy guardian laws,

Diftinguifh'd orders, animated arts,

And with joint force Opprejfion chaining-, fet

Imperial Jujiice at the helm ; yet itill

To them accountable : nor ilavifn dream'd 105
That toiling millions mull rclign their weal,

And
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And ill the honey of their fearch, to fuch

As for themfelves alone themfelves have rais'd.

HENCE every form of cultivated life

In order fet, protected, and infpir'd no
Into perfection v/rought. Uniting all,

Society grew numerous, high, polite,

And happy. Nurfe of art ! the city rear'd

In beauteous pride her tower-encircled head ;

And, iti etching ilreet on itreet, by thoufands drew, 115

From twining woody haunts, or the tough yew
To bows fhong-ilraining, her afpiring fons.

THEN COMMERCE brought into the public walk

The bufy merchant ; the big \vare-houfe built ; 119
Rais'd the ftrong crane ; choak'd up the loaded ftreet

With foreign plenty ; and thy Itream, O THAMES,

Large, gentle, deep, majeftic, king of floods !

Chofe for his grand refort. On either hand,

Like a long wintry foreft, groves of mafts

Shot up their fpires ; the bellying {heet between 125
Polfefs'd the breezy void ; the footy hulk

Steer'd fluggifh on ; the fpiendid barge along

Row'd, regular, to harmony ; around,

The boat, light-Humming, tfretch'd its oary wings ;

While deep the various voice of fervent toil 130
From bank to bank incieas'd ; whence ribb'd with oak,

To bear the BRITISH THUNDER, black, and bold,

The roaring veflel rufh'ti into the main.

THEN
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THEN too the pillar'd dome, magnific, heavM

Its ample roof ; and Luxury within 135

Pour'd out her glittering ftores : the canvas fmooth,

With glowing life protuberant, to the view

Embodied rofe ; the ftatue feem'd to breathe,

And foften into flefh, beneath the touch

Of forming art, imagination-rlum'd. 140

ALL is the gift of INDUSTRY ; whatever

Exalts, embellifhes, and renders life

Delightful. Penfive Winter cheer'd by him_

Sits at the focial fire, and happy hears

Th' excluded tempeft idly rave along ; 14.5

His harden'd fingers deck the gaudy Spring ;

Without him Summer were an arid vvafte ;

Nor to th' Autumnal months could thus tranfmit

Thofe full, mature, immeafurable {lores,

That, waving round, recal my wandering fong. 150

SOON as the morning trembles o'er the fky,"

And, unperceiv'd, unfolds the fpreading day j

Before the ripened field the reapers ftand,

In fair array ; each by the lafs he loves,

To bear the rougher part, and mitigate 155

By namelefs gentle offices her toil.

At once they oop and fwell the lufty fheaves ;

While thro' their chearful band the rural talk,

The rural fcandal, and the rural jeft,

Fly harmlcfs, to deceive the tedious time, 1 60

And
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And deal unfelt the fultry hours away.

Behind the matter walks, builds up the {hocks ;

And, confcious, glancing oft on every fide

His fated eye, feels his heart heave with joy.

The gleaners fpread around, and here and there, 165

Spike after fpike, their fcanty harveft pick.

Be not too narrow, hufbandmen ! but fling

From the full iheaf, with charitable ftealth,

The liberal handful. Think, oh grateful think !

How good the GOD of HARVEST is to you; 170
Who pours abundance o'er your flowing fields ;

While thefe unhappy partners of your kind

Wide-hover round you, like the fowls of heaven,

And aflc their humble dole. The various turns

Of fortune ponder ; that your fons may want 17^
What now, with hard reluctance, faint, ye give.

THE lovely young LAVINIA once had friends ;

And Fortune fmil'd, deceitful, on her birth.

For, in her helplefs years depriv'd of all,

Of every ftay, fave Innocence and HEAVEN, 180

She, with her widow'd mother, feeble, old,

And poor, liv'd in a cottage, far retir'd

Among the windings of a woody vale ;

By folitude and deep-furrounding (hades,

But more by bafhful modefty, conceal'd. 185

Together thus they fhunn'd the cruel fcorn

Which virtue, funk to poverty, would meet

From giddy paflion and low-minded pride :

Almoft on Nature's common bounty fed ;

G Like
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Like the gay birds that fung them to repofe, 190

Content, and carelefs of to-morrow's fare.

Her form was frefher than the morning rofe,

When the dew wets its leaves ; unftain'd, and pure,

As is the lily, or the mountain fnow.

The modeft virtues mingled in her eyes, 19-

Still on the ground dejected, darting all

Their humid beams into the blooming flowers :

Or when the mournful tale her mother told,

Of what her faithlefs fortune promis'd once,

Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy ftar 200

Of evening, fhone in tears. A native grace

Sat fair-proportion'd on her polifti'd limbs,

VeiPd in a fimple robe, their beft attire,

Beyond the pomp of drefs ; for lovelinefs

Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 205
.But is when unadorn'd adorn'd the molt.

Thoughtlefs of beauty, me was beauty's felf,

Reclufe amid the clofe-embowering woods.

As in the hollow breaft of dppenine,
Beneath the fhelter of encircling hills, 210

A myrtle rifes, far from human eye,

And breathes its balmy fragrance o'er the wild ;

So flourifh'd blooming, and unfeen by all,

The fweet LAVINIA ; till, at length, compell'd

By ftrong Neceflity's fupreme command, 215
With fmiling patience in her looks, me went

To glean PA LEMON'S fields. The pride of fwains

PALEMON was, the generous, and the rich;

Who led the rural life in all its joy

And
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And elegance, fuch as Arcadian fong 220

Tranfmits from ancient uncorrupted times ;

When tyrant cuftom had not fhackled Man,
But free to follow Nature was the mode.

He then, his fancy with autumnal fcenes

Amufing, chanc'd befide his reaper-train 225
To walk, when poor LAVINIA drew his eye ;

Unconfcious of her power, and turning quick
With unaffected blufhes from his gaze :

He faw her charming, but he faw not balf

The charms her down-caft modefty conceaPd. 230
That very moment love and chafte defire

Sprung in his bofom, to himfelf unknown ;

For fUll the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh,

Which fcarce the firm philofopher can fcorn,

Should his heart own a gleaner in the field : 235
-And thus in fecret to his foul he figh'd.

** WHAT pity ! that fo delicate a forrn,

"
By beauty kindled, where enlivening fenfe

44 And more than vulgar goodnefs feem to dwell,
" Should be devoted to the rude embrace 240
" Of fome indecent clown ! She looks, methinks,
" Of old ACASTO'S line; and to my mind
'* Recalls that patron of my happy life,

" From whom my liberal fortune took its rife ;

Now to the duft gone down ; his houfes, lands,

** And once fair-fpreading family, diflblv'd. 246
l< 'Tis faid that in fome lone obfcure retreat,

c<
Urg'd by remembrance fad, and decent pride,

G 2 "Far
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" Far from thofe fcenes which knew their better days,
" His aged widow and his daughter live, 250
" Whom yet my fruitlefs fearch could never find.

" Romantic wim I would this the daughter were !"

WHEN, ftrict enquiring, from herfelf he found

She was the fame, the daughter of his friend,

Of bountiful Ac AS TO ; who can fpeak 255

The mingled paffions that furpriz'd his heart,

And thro* his nerves in fhivering tranfport ran?

Then blaz'd his fmother'd flame, avow'd, and bold ;

And as he view'd her, ardent, o'er and o'er,

Love, gratitude, and pity wept at once. 260

Confus'd, and frighten'd at his fudden tears,

Her rifmg beauties flulh'd a higher bloom,

As thus PALEMON, paflionate, and juft,

Pour'd out the pious rapture of his foul.

" AN D art thou then ACASTO'S dear remains ? 265
"

She, whom my reftlefs gratitude has fought,
*' So long in vain ? O heavens ! the very fame,
" The foftened image of my noble friend,
" Alive his every look, his every feature,
" More elegantly touch'd. Sweeter than Spring ! 270
". Thou fole furviving bloflbm from the root

" That nourifh'd up my fortune ! Say, ah where,
" In what fequefter'd defart, haft thou drawn
" The kindeft afpeft of delighted HEAVEN ?

* Into fuch beauty fpread, and blown fo fair; 275
" Tho' poverty's cold wind, and crulhing rain,

Beat
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" Beat keen, and heavy, on thy tender years ?

" O let me now, into a richer foil,

"
Tranfplantthee fafe ! where vernal funs and (Lowers,

** Diffufe their warmeft, largeft influence ; 280
" And of my garden be the pride, and joy V

"
111 it befits thee, oh it ill befits

" ACASTO'S daughter, his whofe open ftores,

" Tho' vaft, were little to his ampler heart,
" The father of a country, thus to pick 285
" The very refufe of thofe harveft-fields,

" Which from his bounteous friendfhip I enfjoy.

" Then throw that ihameful pittance from thy hand,
" But ill apply'd to fuch a rugged tafk.;

" The fields, the mafter, all, my fair, are thine; 29.0
" If to the various bleffings which thy houfe

" Has on me lavifh'd, thou wilt add that blift,

That deareft blifs, the power of blefimg thee !"

HERE ceas'd the youth; yet ftill his fpeaking eye

Exprefs'd the facred triumph of his foul, 295

With confcious virtue, gratitude, and love,

Above the vulgar joy divinely rais'd.

Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm

Of goodnefs irrefiilible, and all

In fweet diforder loft, me blufn'd confent. 300
The news immediate to her mother brought,

While, pierc'd with anxious thought, me pin'cl away
The lonely moments for LAVINIA'S fate ;

Amaz'd, and fcarce believing what {he heard,

Joy feiz'd. her wither'd veins, and one bright gleam
G 3 Of
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Of fetting life fhone on her evening-hours : 306
Not lefs enraptur'd than the happy pair ;

Who flourifh'd long in tender Wifs, and rear'd

A numerous offspring, lovely like themfelves,

And good, the grace of all the country round. 310

DEFEATING oft the labours of the year,

The fultry fouth collects a potent blaft.

At firft, the groves are fcarcely feen to ftir

Their trembling tops ; and a ftill murmur runs

Along the foft-inclining fields of corn* 315

But as the aerial temper! fuller fwells,

And in one mighty ftream, invisible,

Immenfe, the whole excited atmofphere,

Impetuous ru flies o'er the founding world ;

Strain'd to the root, the {looping foreft pours 320
A ruftling mower of yet untimely leaves.

High-beat, the circling mountains eddy in,

From the bare wild, the diffipated ftorm,

And fend it in a torrent down the vale.

Expos'd, and naked, to its utmoft rage, 32$
Thro' all the fea of harveft rolling round,

The billowy plain floats wide ; nor can evade,

Tho' pliant to the blaft, its feizing force ;

Or whirl'd in air, or into vacant chaff

Shook walte. And fometimes too a burft of rain, 330

Swept from the black horizon, broad, defcends

In one continuous flood. Still over head

The mingling tempeil weaves its gloom, and ftill

The deluge deepens ; till the fields around

Lie,
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Lie funk, and flatted, in the fordid wave. 33^
Sudden, the ditches {well ; the meadows fwim.

Red, from the hills, innumerable ftreams

Tumultuous roar ; and high above its banks

The river lift ; before whofe mfliing tide,

Herds, flocks, and harvefls, cottages, and fwains, 340
Roll mingled down ; all that the winds had fpar'd

In one wilci moment ruin'd ; the big hopes,

And well earn'd treafures of the painful year.

Fled to fome eminence, the hufbandman

Helplefs beholds the miferable wreck 345

Driving along ; his drowning ox at once

Pefcending, with his labours fcatter'd round,

He fees ; and inftant o'er his fhivering thought
Comes winter unprovided, and a train

Of clamant children dear. Ye matters, then, 350
Be mindful of the rough laborious hand,

That finks you foft in elegance and eafe ;

Be mindful of thofe limbs in ruflet clad

Whofe toil to yours is warmth, and graceful pride ;

And oh be mindful of that fparing board, 355
Which covers yours with luxury profufe,

Makes your glafs fparkle, and your fenfe rejoice !

Nor cruelly demand what the deep rains,

And all-involving winds have fwept away*

HERE the rude clamour of the fportfman's joy, 360

The gun fail-thundering, and the winded horn,

Would tempt the Mufe to fmg the rural Game;

How, in his mid-career, the fpaniel ftruck,

G 4 Stiff,
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Stiff, by the tainted gale, with open nofe,

Outftretch'd, and finely fenfible, draws full, '365
Fearful, and cautious, on the latent prey j

As in the fun the circling covey baflc

Their varied plumes, and watchful every way,
Thro* the rough Hubble turn the fecret eye.

Caught in the mefhy fnare, in vain they beat 379
Their idle wings, intangled more and more :

Nor on the furges of the boundlefs air,

Tho* borne triumphant, are they fafe ; the gun,
Glanc'd juft, and fudden, from the fowler's eye
O'ertakes their founding pinions ; and again, 375

Immediate, brings them from the towering wing,
Dead to the ground ; or drives them wide-difpers'd,

Wounded, and wheeling various, down the wind.

THESE are not fubje&s for tha peaceful Mufe,

Nor will fhe flain with fuch her fpotlefs fong ; 380
Then moil delighted, when fhe focial fees

The whole mix'd animal-creation round

Alive, and happy. 'Tis not joy to her,

This falfely-chearful barbarous game of death ;

This rage of pleafure, which the reftlefs youth 385

Awakes, impatient, with the gleaming morn ;

When beads of prey retire, that all night long,

Urg'd by neceflity, had rang'd the dark,

As if their confcious ravage fhun'd the light,

Amam'd. Not fo the fteady tyrant Man, 390

Who with the thoughtlefs infolence of power

Inflam'd, beyond the molt infuriate wrath

Of
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Of the worft monfter that e'er roam'd the vvafle,

For fport alone purfues the cruel chace,

Amid the beamings of the gentle days. 395

Upbraid, ye ravening tribes, our wanton rage,.

For hunger kindles you, and lawlefs want ;

But laviih fed, in Nature's bounty rolPd,

To joy at anguilh, and delight in blood, .

Is what your horrid bofoms never knew.. 400

POOR is the triumph o'er the timid hare !

Scar'd from the corn, and now to fome lone feat

Retir'd : the. rufhy fen ; the ragged furze,

Stretch'd o'er the flony heath ; the ftubble chapt ;

The thiftly lawn ; the thick entangled broom ; 405:

Of the fame friendly hue, the wither'd fern ;

The fallow ground laid open to the fun,

Concoctive ; and the nodding fandy bank,

Hung o'er the mazes of the mountain brook.

Vain is her beft precaution ; tho' me fits 410
Conceal'd, with folded ears ; unileeping eyes,

By Nature rais'd to take the horizon in ;

And head couch'd clofe betwixt her hairy feet,

In a.l to fpring away. The fcented dew

Betrays her early labyrinth ; and deep, 415
In fcattered fallen openings, far behiad,

With every breeze (he hears the coming ftorrn.

But nearer, and more frequent, as it loads

The fighing gale, fhe fprings araaz'd, and all

The favage foul of game is up at once : 420

pack full-opening, various; the (brill horn-

G 5 Its,
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Refounded from the hills ; the neighing fteed,

Wild for the chace ; and the loud hunter's fhout ;

O'er a weak, harmlefs, flying creature, all

Mix'd in mad tumult, and difcordant joy. 425

THE flag too, fingled from the herd, where long

He rang'd the branching monarch of the fhades,

Before the tempelt drives. At firft, in fpeed

He, fprightly, puts his faith ; and, rous'd by fear,

Gives all his fwift aerial foul to flight; 430

Againft the breeze he darts, that way the more

To leave the leflening murderous cry behind :

Deception Ihort ! tho' fleeter than the winds

Blown o'er the keen-air'd mountain by the north,

He burfts the thickets, glances thro* the glades, 435
And plunges deep into the wildeft wood ;

If flow, yet fure, adhefive to the track

Hot-fteaming, up behind him come again

Th' inhuman rout, and from the ihady depth

Expel him, circling thro' his every fhift. 440
He fweeps the foreft oft, and fobbing fees

The glades, mild opening to the golden day ;

Where, in kind conteft, with his butting friends

He wont to flruggle, or his loves enjoy.

Oft in the full-defcending flood he tries 445
To lofe the fcent, and lave his burning fides :

Oft feeks the herd ; the watchful herd, alarm'd,

With felfifh care avoid a brother's woe.

\Vhat (hall he do ? His once fo vivid nerves,

So full of buoyant fpirit, now no more 4^0
In-
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Infpire the courfe ; but fainting breathlefs toil,,

Sick, feizes on his heart : he ftands at bay ;

And puts his laft weak refuge in defpair,

The big round tears run down his dappled face ;

He groans in anguifh ; while the growling pack, 455

Blood-happy, hang at his fair jutting cheft,

And mark his beauteous checker'd fides with gore.

OF this enough. But if the filvan youth,

Whofe fervent blood boils into violence,

Muft have the chace ; behold, defpifing flight, 460
The rous'd-up lion, refolute, and flow,

Advancing full on the protended fpear,

And coward-band, that circling wheel aloof.

Slunk from the cavern, and the troubled wood,

See the grim wolf; on .him his fhaggy foe 465
Vindictive fix, and let the ruffian die :

Or,, growling horrid, as the brindled boar

Grins fell deflrudlion, to the monfter's heart

Let the dart lighten from the nervous arm.

THESEBRITAIN knows not; give, yeBRiTONS, then

Your fportive fury, pitylefs, to pour 471
Loofe on the nightly robber of the fold :

Him, from his craggy winding haunts unearth'd,

Let all the thunder of the chace purfue.

Throw the broad ditch behind you ; o'er the hedge 47 5

High-bound, reiiftlefs ; nor the deep morafs

Refufe, but thro' the making wildernefs

Pick your nice way; into the perilous flood

G 6 Bear
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Bear fearlefs, othe raging inftinft full ;

And as you ride the torrent, to the banks 480
Your triumph found fonorous, running round,

From rock to rock, in circling echos toft ;

Then fcale the mountains to their woody tops ;

Rufh down the dangerous fleep ; and o'er the lawn,

In fancy fwallowing up the fpace between, 485
Pour all your fpeed into the rapid game,
For happy he ! who tops the wheeling chace ;

Has every maze evolv'd, and every guile

Difclos'd ; who knows- the merits of the pack ;

Who faw the villain feiz'd, and dying hard, 491).

Without complaint, tho' by an hundred mouths

Relentlefs torn : O glorious he, beyond
His daring peers ! when the retreating horn

Calls them to ghoftly halls of grey renown,

With woodland honours grac'd ; the fox's furr, 495.

Depending decent from the roof; and fpread

Round the drear walls, with antick figures fierce,

The Hag's large front : he then is loudeft heard,

When the night ftaggers with feverer toils,

With feats Tbeffalian Centaurs never knew, 500
And their repeated wonders make the dome*

BUT firft the fueled chimney blazes wide ;

The tankards foam ; and the ftrong table groans
Beneath the fmoaking firloin, fhetch'd immenfe

From fide to fide; in which, with defperate knife, 50$

They deep incifion make, and talk the while

Of ENGLAND'S glory, ne'er to be defaced

5 Wliilfi.
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While hence they borrow vigour : or amain

Into the pafty plung'd, at intervals,

If ftornach keen can intervals allow, 5.1.0

Relating all the glories of the chaee.

Then fated Hunger bids his brother Tbirft

Produce the mighty bowl ; the mighty bowl,

Swell'd high with fiery juice, fleams liberal round

A potent gale, delicious, as the breath- 515
Of Maia to the love-fiek fhepherdefs,

On violets diffus'd, while foft me hears

Her panting ihepherd Healing to her arms.

Nor wanting is the brown October, drawn,

Mature and perfect, from his dark retreat 520
Qf thirty years ; and now his honeft front

Flames in the light refulgent, not afraid

Even with the vineyard's beft produce to vie;

To cheat the thirfty moments, whift a while

Walks his dull round, beneath a ckmd of fmoak, 525;

Wreath'd, fragrant, from the pipe; or the quick dice,

In thunder leaping from the box, awake

The founding gammon : while romp-loving mifs

Is haul'd about,, in gallantry robuft,

AT laft thefe puling idleneffes laid- 5,30

Afide, frequent and fuifr, the dry divan

Clofe in firm circle ; and fet, ardent, in

For ferious drinking. Nor evalion lly,

Nor fober mift, is to the puking wretch

Jndulg'd apart ; but earned, brimming bowls 53^
Lave every foul, the table floating round,
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And pavement, faithlefs to the fuddled foot.

Thus as they fwim in mutual fwill, the talk,

Vociferous at once from twenty tongues, 539
Reels faft from theme to theme ; from horfes, hounds,

To church or miftrefs, politicks or ghoft,

In endlefs mazes, intricate, perplex'd.

Mean-time, with fudden interruption, loud,

Th' impatient catch burfts from the joyous heart ;

That moment touch'd is every kindred foul ; 545
And, opening in a full-mouth'd Cry of joy,

The laugh > the flap, the jocund curfe go round ;

While, from their (lumbers fhook, the kennel'd hounds

Mix in the mufic of the day again.

As when the tempeil, that has vex'd the deep 550
The dark night long, with fainter murmurs falls:

So gradual finks their mirth. Their feeble tongues,

Unable to take up the cumbrous word,

Lie quite diflblv'd. Before their maudlin eyes,

Seen dim, and blue, the double tapers dance, 555
Like the fun wading thro' the mifty iky.

Then, fliding foft, they drop. Confus'd above,

Glafles and bottles, pipes and gazetteers,

As if the table even itfelf was drunk,

Lie a wet broken fcene ; and wide, below, 560
Is heap'd the focial ilaughter : where aftride

The lubber Power in filthy triumph fits,

Slumbrous, inclining ftill from fide to fide,

And fteeps them drench'd in potent fleep til! morn.

Perhaps fome dodor, of tremendous paunch, 565
Awful and deep, a black abyfs of drink,

4 Out-
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Out-lives them all ; and from his bury'd flock

Retiring, full of rumination fad,

Laments the weaknefs of thefe latter times.

BUT if the rougher fex by this fierce fport 570
Is hurried wild, let not fuch horrid joy

E'er ftain the bofom of the BRITISH FAIR.

Far be the fpirit of the chace from them !

Uncomely courage, unbefeeming fkill ;

To fpring the fence, to rein the prancing fteed ; 575
The cap, the whip, the mafculine attire ;

In which they roughen to the fenfe, and all

The winning foftnefs of their fex is loft.

In them 'tis graceful to diflblve at woe ;

With every motion, every word, to wave 580
Quick o'er the kindling cheek the ready bluih ;

And from the fmalleft violence to fhrink

Unequal, then the lovelieft in their fears ;

And by this filent adulation, foft,

To their protection more engaging Man. 585
O may their eyes no miferable fight,

Save weeping lovers, fee ! a nobler game,
Thro' Love's enchanting wiles purfued, yet fled,

In chace ambiguous. May their tender limbs

Float in the loofe fimplicity of drefs ! 590
And, faihion'd all to harmony, alone

Know they to feize the captivated foul,

In rapture warbled from love-breathing lips ;

To teach the lute to languilh ; with fmooth ftep,

Difcloiing
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Difclofing motion in its every charm, 595
To fwim along, and fwell the mazy dance ;

To train the foliage o'er the fnowy lawn ;

To guide the pencil, turn the tuneful page ;

To lend new flavour to the fruitful year,

And heighten Nature's dainties : in their race 600

To rear -their graces into fecond life;

To give Society its highelt tafte ;

Well-ordered Home Man's beft delight to make ;

And by fubmiflive wifdom, modeft fkill,

With every gentle care-eluding art, .

605*

To raife the virtues, animate the blifs:,

And fweeten all the toils of human life :

This be the female dignity, and praife.

YE {wains now haften to the hazel-bank ; 609

Where, down yon dale, the wildly-winding brook

Falls hoarfe from iteep to fleep. In clofe array,

Fit for the thickets and the tangling fhrub,

Ye virgins come. For you their lateft fong

The woodlands raife ; the cluttering nuts for you

The lover finds amid the fecret made ; 615

And, where they burnifh on the topmofl bough,

With active vigour crufhes down the tree ;

Or fhakes them ripe from the refigning hulk,

A glofly mower, and of an ardent brown,

As are the ringlets of MELINDA'S hair: 620

MEL IN DA ! form'd with every grace complete,

Yet,
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Yet thefe negle&ing, above beauty wife,

And far tranfcending fuch a vulgar praife.

HENCE from the bufy joy-refounding fields,

In chearful error, let us tread the maze 625
Of Autumn, unconfin'd ; and tafte, reviv'd,

The breath of orchard big with bending fruit.

Obedient to the breeze and beating ray,

From the deep-loaded bough a mellow fhower

Inceffant melts away. The juicy pear 630
Lies, in a foft profufion, fcattered round. .

A various fweetnefs fwells the gentle race;

By Nature's all-refining hand prepar'd ;

Of temper'd fun, and water, earth, and air,

In ever-changing compofition mixt. 635

Such, falling frequent thro* the chiller night,

The fragrant (lores, the wide-projedled heaps
Of apples, which the luity-handed year,

lunumerous, o'er the blufhing orchard makes.

A various fpirit, frem, delicious, keen, 640
Dwells in their gelid pores : and, adlive, points

The piercing cyder for the thirfty tongue :

Thy native theme, and boon infpirer too,

PHILLIPS, Pomona's bard, the fecond thou

Who nobly durft, in rhyme-unfetter'd verfe, 645
With BRITISH freedom fing the BRITISH fong:

How, from Silurian vats, high-fparkling wines

Foam in tranfparent floods ; fome ftrong, to cheer

The wintry revels of the labouring hind ;

And tafleful fome, to cool the fummer-hours. 650

III
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IN this glad feafon, while his fweeteit beams

The fun fheds equal o'er the meekened day ;

Oh lofe me in the green delightful walks

Of, DODINGTON, thy feat, ferene and plain ;

Where fimple Nature reigns; and every view, 655

DhTufive, fpreads the pure Dorfetian downs,

In boundlefs profpedl ; yonder (hagg'd with wood,

Here rich with harveft, and there white with flocks !

Mean time the grandeur of thy lofty dome,

Far-fplend!d, feizes on the ravilh'd eye. 660

New beauties rife with each revolving day ;

New columns fwell ; and ilill the freih Spring finds

New plants to quicken, and new groves to green.

Full of thy genius all ! the Mufes' feat :

Where in the fecret bower, and winding walk, 665
For virtuous YOUNG and thee they twine the bay-

Here wandering oft, fir'd with the reitlefs thirft

Of thy applaufe, I folitary court

Th' infpiring breeze : and meditate the book

Of Nature ever open ; aiming thence, 670
Warm from the heart, to learn the moral fong.

Here, as I Heal along the funny wall,

Where Autumn baiks, with fruit empurpled deep,

My pleafing Theme continual prompts my thought :

Prefents the downy peach ; the mining plum ; 675.

The ruddy, fragrant nectarine ; and dark,

Beneath his ample leaf, the lufcious fig.

The vine too here her curling tendrils (hoots ;

Hangs out her clutters, glowing to the fouth ;

And fcarcely wilhes for a warmer fky., 680

TURN
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TURN we a moment Fancy 's rapid flight

To vigorous foils, and climes of fair extent ;

Where, by the potent fun elated high,

The vineyard fvvells refulgent on the'day ;

Spreads o'er the vale ; or up the mountain climbs,

Profufe ; and drinks amid the funny rocks, 636
From cliff to cliff encreas'd, the heightened blaze.

Low bend the weighty boughs. The clutters clear,

Half thro' the foliage feen, or ardent flame,

Or mine tranfparent; while perfection breathes 690
White o'er the turgent film the living dew.

As thus they brighten with exalted juice,

Touch'd into flavour by the mingling ray ;

The rural youth and virgins o'er the field,

Each fond for each to cull th* autumnal prime, 695

.Exulting rove, and fpeak the vintage nigh.

Then comes the crufhing fvvain ; the country floats,

And foams unbounded with the mafhy flood ;

That by degrees fermented, and refin'd,

Round the rais'd nations pours the cup of joy : 700
The claret fmooth, red as the lip we prefs

In fparkling fancy, while we drain the bowl ;

The mellow-tailed burgundy ; and quick,

As is the wit it gives, the gay champaign.

Now, by the cool declining year condens'd, 705
Defcend the copious exhalations, check'd

As up the middle fky unfeen they ftole,

And roll the doubling fogs around the hill.

No more the mountain, horrid, vail, fublime,

Who
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Who pours a fweep of rivers from his fides, 710
And high between contending kingdoms rears

The rocky lonj^ divifion, fills the view

With great variety ; bat in a night

Of gathering vapour, from the baffled fenfe

Sinks dark and dreary. Thence expanding far, 715
The huge dufk, gradual, fwallovvs up the plain :

Vanifh the woods ; the dim-feen river feems

Sullen, and flow, to roll the mifiy wave*

Even in the height of noon oppreft, the fun

Sheds weak, and blunt, his wide-refraded ray ; 720
Whence glaring oft, with many a broadened orb,

He frights the nations. Indiftinft on earth,

Seen thro' the turbid air, beyond the life

Objedls appear ; and, wilder'd, o'er the wafle

The fhepherd ftalks gigantic. Till at laft 725
Wreath'd dun around, in deeper circles ftill

Succeffive clofing, fits the general fog

Unbounded o'er the world ; and, mingling thick,

A formlefs grey confufion covers all.

As when of old (fo fung the HEBREW BARD) 730

Light, uncollefted, thro' the chaos urg'd
Its infant way ; nor Order yet had drawn

His lovely train from out the dubious gloom.

THESE roving mifts, that conftant now begin
To fmoak along the hilly country, thefe, 735
With weighty rains, and melted Alpine fnows,

The mountain-cifterns fill, thofe ample ftores

Qf water, fcoop'd among the hollow rocks ;

Whence
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Whence gum the ftreams, the ceafelefs fountains play,

And their unfailing wealth the rivers draw. 740
Some fages fay, that, where the numerous wave

For ever lames the refounding more,

Drill'd thro' the fandy flratum, every way,
The waters with the fandy flratum rife ;

Amid whofe angles infinitely flrain'd, 745

They joyful leave their jaggy falts behind,

And clear and fweeten, as they foak along.

Nor flops the reftlefs fluid, mounting ftill,

Though oft amidfl th' irriguous vale it fprings ;

But to the mountain courted by the fand, 750
That leads it darkling on in faithful maze,

Far from the parent-main, it boils again

Frefh into day ; and all the glittering hill

Is bright with fpouting rills. But hence this vain

Amufive dream ! why mould the waters love 755
To take fo far a journey to the hills,

When the fweet valleys offer to their toil

Inviting quiet, and a nearer bed ?

Or if, by blind ambition led ailray,

They mufl afpire ; why mould they fudden flop 760

Among the broken mountain's rufhy dells,

And, ere they gain its higheft peak, defert

Th' attractive fand that charm'd their courfe fo long ?

Befides, the hard agglomerating falts,

The fpoil of ages, would impervious choak 765

Their fecret channels ; or, by flow degrees,

High as the hills protrude the fwelling vales :

Old Ocean too, fuck'd thro* the porous globe,

Had
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Had long ere now forfook his horrid bed,

And brought Deucalion's watry times again. 770

SAY then, where lurk the vaft eternal fprings,

That, like CREATING NATURE, lie conceal'd

From mortal eye, yet with their lavifli ftores

Refrefti the globe, and all its joyous tribes ?

O thou pervading Genius, given to Man, 775
To trace the fecrets of the dark abyfs,

O lay the mountains bare ! and wide difplay

Their hidden ftrufture to th' aflonifii'd view !

Strip from the branching Alps their piny load ;

The huge incumbrance of horrific woods 780
From Afian Taurus, from Imaus ftretch'd

Athwart the roving Tartar's fullen bounds !

Give opening Remus to my fearching eye,

And high Olympus pouring many a ftream !

O from the founding fummits of the north, 785
The Dofrine Hills, thro* Scandinavia roll'd

To fartheft Lapland and the frozen main ;

From lofty Caucafus, far-feen by thofe

Who in the Cafpian and black Euxine toil ;

From cold Riphean Rocks, which the wild Rufs 790
Believes the *

ftony girdle of the world ;

And all the dreadful mountains, wrapt in florm,

Whence wide Siberia draws her lonely floods ;

O fweep th' eternal fnows ! Hung o'er the deep,

* The Mofcovites call the "Riplean Mountains Wtliki Came-

7fpy*t that is, the great flony Girdle : becaufe they fuppofe them
to encompafs the whole earth.

That
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That ever works beneath his founding bafe, 795
Bids Atlas, propping heaven, as Poets feign,

His fubterranean wonders fpread ! unveil

The miny caverns, blazing on the day,

Of AbyJJinia^ cloud-compelling cliffs,

And of the bending
* Mountains of the Mcon ! SOD

O'ertopping all thefe giant-fons of earth,

Let the dire Andes* from the radiant Line

Stretch'd to the ftormy feas that thunder round

The fouthern pole, their hideous deeps unfold !

Amazing fcene ! Behold ! the glooms difclofe, 805
I-Jee the rivers in their infant beds !

Deep, deep I hear them, lab'ring to get free !

I fee the leaning ftrata, artful rang'd ;

The gaping fifiures to receive the rains,

The melting fnows, and ever-dripping fogs. 810

Strow'd bibulous above I fee the fands,

The pebbly gravel next, the layers then

Of mingled moulds, of more retentive earths,

The gutter'd rocks and mazy-running clefts ;

That, while the ftealing moifture they tranfmit, 815
Retard its motion, and forbid its wafte.

Beneath th* inceflant weeping of thefe drains,

I fee the rocky fiphons ftretch'd immenfe,

The mighty refervoirs, of hardened chalk,

Or ftiff compacted clay, capacious form'd, 820

O'erflowing thence, the congregated flores,

The cryftal treafures of the liquid world,

* A range of mountains in Africa, that furround almoft all

frfcncrr.otafa.

Thro'
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Thro' the ftirr'd fands a bubbling paflage burfl ;

And welling out, around the middle fteep,

Or from the bottoms of the bofom'd hills, 825
In pure effufion flow. United, thus,

Th' exhaling fun, the vapour-burden'd air,

The gelid mountains, that to rain condensed

Thefe vapours in continual current draw,

And fend them, o'er the fair-divided earth, 830
In bounteous rivers to the deep again,

A focial commerce hold, and firm fupport

The full-adjufled harmony of things.

WHEN Autumn fcatters his departing gleams,

Warn'd of approaching Wiater, gathered, play 835
The fwallow-people ; and tofs'd wide around,

O'er the calm fky, in convolution fwift,

The feathered eddy floats : rejoicing once,

Ere to their wintry {lumbers they retire ;

In clufters clung, beneath the mouldring bank, 840
And where, unpierc'd by frofl, the cavern fweats.

Or rather into warmer climes convey'd,

With other kindred birds of feafon, there

They twitter chearful, till the vernal months

Invite them welcome back : for, thronging, now 845
Innumerous wings are in commotion all.

WHERE the Rhine lofes his majeftic force

In Belgian plains, won from the raging deep,

By diligence amazing, and the ftrong

Unconquerable hand of Liberty, 850 .

The
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The ftork-aflembly meets ; for many a day,

Confulting deep, and various, ere they take

Their arduous voyage thro' the liquid iky.

And now their rout defign'd, their leaders chofe.

Their tribes adj ufted, clean'd their vigorous wings ; 855
And many a circle, many a Ihort eflay,

WheePd round and round, in congregation full

The figured flight afcends ; and, riding high
The aerial billows, mixes with the clouds.

OR where the Northern ocetn, in vaft whirls, 860

Boils round the naked melancholy ifles

Of fartheft Vhule, and the Atlantic furge

Pours in among the ftormy Hebrides ;

Who can recount what tranfmigrations there

Are annual made ? what nations come and go ? 865.

And how the living clouds on clouds arife ?

Infinite wings ! till all the plume-dark air,

And rude refounding fliore are one wild cry.

HERE the plain harmlefs native his fmall flock,

And herd diminutive of many hues, 870
Tends on the little ifland's verdant'iwell,

The Ihepherd's fea-girl reign ; or, to the rocks

Dire -clinging, gathers his ovarious food ;

Or fweeps the fifhy fhore ; or treafures up
The plumage, rifmg full, to form the bed '875

Of luxury. And here a while the Mufe,

High-hovering o'er the broad cerulean fcene,

Sees CALEDONIA, in romantic view :

H Her
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Her airy mountains, from the waving main,

Inverted- with a keen diffufive iky, 88.G

Breathing the foul acute ; her forefts huge,

Incult, robuft, and tall, by Nature's hand

Planted of old ; her azure lakes between,

Pour'd out extenfive, and of watry wealth

Full; winding deep, and green, her fertile vales ; 885

With many a cool tranflucent brimming flood

Wafh'd lovely, from the Tweed (pure parent ftream,

Whofe pafloral banks firft heard my Doric reed,

With, filvan Jed, thy tributary brook)

To where the north-inflated tempeft foams 890
O'er Orca's or Betubium's higheil peak :

Nurfe of a people, in misfortune's fchool

Train\Lup to hardy deeds ; foon vifited

By Learningy when before the Gothic rage

She took her weftern flight. A manly race, 895
Of unfubmitting fpirit, wife and brave ;

Who ftill thro' bleeding ages ftruggled hard,

(As well unhappy WALLACE can atteft,

Great patriot-hero ! ill-requited chief!) H
To hold a generous undiminifh'd ftate ; 900
Too much in vain ! Hence of unequal bounds

Impatient, and by tempting glory borne

O'er every land, for every land their life

Has flow'd profufe, their piercing genius, plann'd,

And fwell'd the pomp of peace their faithful toil. 905
As from their own clear north, in radiant ilreams,

Bright over Europe burils the Bsreal Mom.

OH
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OH is there not fome patriot, in whofe power
That beft, that godlike Luxury is placed,

Of bleffing thoufands, thaufands yet unborn, 910
Thro' late pofterity ? fome, large of foul,

To chear dejecled induftry ? to give

A double harveft to the pining fwain ?

And teach the labouring hand the .fweets of toil ?

How, by the iineft art, the native robe
9.1.5

To weave ; how, white as hyperborean fnovv,

To form the lucid lawn ; with venturous oar

How to dam wide the billow ; nor look on,

Shamefully paffive, while Batavian fleets

Defraud us of the glittering finny fwarms, 920
That heave our friths, and croud upon our mores ;

How all-enlivening trade to roufe, and wing
The profperous fail, from -every growing port,

Uninjur'd, round the fea^incircled globe-;

And thus, in foul united as in name, 925
Bid BRITAIN reign the miftrefs of the deep ?

YES, there are fuch. And full on thee, ARGYLL,
Her hope, her (lay, her darling, and her boaft,

From her firft patriots and her heroes fprung,

Thy fond imploring Country turns her eye ; 930
In thee, with all a mother's triumph, fees

Her every virtue, every grace combin'd,

Her genius, wifdom, her engaging turn,

Her pride of honour, and her courage try'd>

Calm, and intrepid, in the very throat 935
Of fulpurous war, on 7'enier's dreadful field.

H 2 Nor
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Nor lefs the palm of peace inwreathes thy brow :

For, powerful as thy fword, from thy rich tongue

Perfuafion flows, and wins the high debate ;

While mix'd in thee combine the charm ofyouth,

The force of manhood, and the depth of age.

Thee, FORBES, too, whom every worth attends,

As truth fmcere, as weeping friendlhip kind,

Thee, truly generous, and in filence great,

Thy country feels thro' her reviving arts, 945
Plann'd by thy wifdom, by thy foul inform'd ;

And feldom has me known a friend like thee.

BUT fee the fading many-oolour'd woods,

Shade deepening over made, the country round

Imbrown ; a crowded umbrage, duflc, and dun, 95
Of every hue, from wan declining green

To footy dark. Thefe now the lonefome Mufe,

Low-whifpering, lead into their leaf-flrown walks,

And give the feafon in its lateft view,

MEAN-TIME, light-fhadowing all, afober<:alm 955
Fleeces unbounded ether ; whofe leaft wave

Stands tremulous, uncertain where to turn

The gentle current : while illumined wide,

The dewy^fkirted clouds imbibe the fun,

And thro' their lucid veil his foftened force 960
Shed o'er the peaceful world. Then is the time,

For thofe whom wifdom and whom Nature charm,

To fteal themfelves from the degenerate crowd,

And foar above this Itftle fceae of things ;

To



AUTUMN. 149

To tread low-thoughted vice beneath their feet $ 965
To foothe the throbbing paffions into peace ;

And woo lone Quiet in her filent walks.

THUS folitary, and in penfive guife,

Oft let me wander o'er the ruffet mead,
And thro* the faddened grove,where fcarce is heard 970
One dying drain, to chear the woodman's toil.

Haply fome widowed fongfter pours his plaint,

Far, in faint warblings, thro* the tawny copfe.

While congregated thruihes, linnets, larks,

And each wild throat, whofe artlefs ftrains folate 975
Swell'd all the mufic of the fwarming (hades,

Robb'd of their tuneful fouls, now fhivering fit

On the dead tree, a dull defpondent flock ;.

With not a brightnefs waving o'er their plumes,
And nought fave chattering difcord in their note. 980
O let not, aim'd from fome inhuman eye,

The gun the mulic of the coming year

Deftroy -,
and harmlefs, unfufpe&ing harm,

Lay the weak tribes a miferable prey,

In mingled murder, fluttering on the ground ! 985

THE pale defcending year, yet pleafing ftill,

A gentler mood infpires j for now the leaf

InceiTant ruftles from the mournful grove ;

Oft ftartling fuch as, fludious, walk below.

And flowly circles thro' the waving air. 99
But mould a quicker breeze amid the boughs

Sob, o'er the flcy the leafy deluge ftreams }

H 3 Jill
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Till choak'd, and matted with the dreary fhower,

The foreft-walks, at every riling gale,

Roll wide the withered wade, and whittle bleak. 0.95

Fled is the blafled verdure of the fields ;

And, ihrunk into their beds, the flowery race

Their funny robes refign. Even what remained

Of ftronger fruits falls from the naked tree ;

And woods, fields, gardens, orchards, all around 1000

The defolated profpeft thrills the fouh

HE comes! he comes! in every breeze the POWER
Of PHILOSOPHIC MELANCHOLY comes \

His near approach the fudden-ftarting tear,

The glowing cheek, the mild dejected air, 1005
The foftened feature, and the beating heart,

Pierc'd deep with many a virtuous pang, declare.

O'er all the foul his facred influence breathes !

Inflames imagination ; thro* the breaft

Infufes every tendernefs ; and far 1010

Beyond dim earth exalts the fwelling thought.
Ten thoufand thoufand fleet ideas, fuch

As never mingled with the vulgar dream,

Croud fad into the Mind's creative eye.

As faft the correfpondent paflions rife, 1015

As varied, and as high : Devotion rais'd

To rapture, and divine aftonifliment
;

The love of Nature unconfin'd, and, chief,

Of human race ; the large ambitious wifh,

To make them bleft; the figh for fuffering worth 1020

Loft in obfcurity ; the noble fcorn

: 1* Of
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Of tyrant pride ; the fearlefs great resolve ;

The wonder which the dying patriot draws,

Infpiring glory thro* remote ft time ;

Th' awaken'd throb for virtue, and for fame; 1025

The fympathies of love, and friendfhip dear ;

With all the focial Offspring of the heart.

OH bear me then to vail embowering (hades,

To twilight groves, and vifionary vales ;

To weeping grottoes and prophetic glooms ; 1030
Where angel forms athwart the folemn duflc,

Tremendous fweep, or feem to fweep along ;

And voices more than human, thro' the void

Deep^founding, feize th* enthufiaftic ear!

OR is this gloom too much ? Then lead, ye powers,

That o'er the garden and the rural feat 1036

Prefide, which mining thro' the chearful land

In countlefs numbers bleft BRITANNIA fees ;

O lead me to the wide-extended walks,

The fair majeflic paradife of STOWE *
! 1040

Not Per/tan Cyrus on Ionia's more

E'er faw fuch filvan fcenes ; fuch various art

By genius fir'd, fuch ardent genius tam'd

By cool judicious art; that, in the ftrife,

All-beauteous Nature fears to be outdone. 1045
And there, O PITT, thy country's early boaft,

There let me fit beneath the meltered Hopes,

Or in that f Temple where, in future times,

* The feat of the Lord Vifcount Cobbam.

f-
The Temple of Virtue in Stmue-G'ardent.

H 4 Thou
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Thou well malt merit a diftinguifhM name ;

And, with thy converfe bleft, catch the laft finiles 1 050
,Of Autumn beaming o'er the yellow woods.

While there with thee th' inchanted round I walk,

The regulated wild, gay Fancy then

Will tread in thought the groves ofAttic Land ;

Will from thy ftandard tafte refine her own, 105$
Con-eft her pencil to the pureft truth

Of Nature, or, the unimpafllon'd fhades

Forfaking, raife it to the human mind.

Or if hereafter me, \vithy'/?*r hand,

Shall draw the tragic fcene, inftrucl her thou, xo6o

To mark the varied movements of the heart,

What every decent character requires,

And every paffion fpeaks : O thro' her ftrain

Breathe thy pathetic eloquence ! that moulds

Th' attentive fenate, charms, perfuades, exalts, 106$
Of honeft zeal th' indignant lightning throws,

And makes corruption on her venal throne.

While thus we talk, and thro' Elyfian Vales

Delighted rove, perhaps a figh efcapes :

What pity, COBHAM, thou thy verdant files 1070
Of ordered trees fhouldft here inglorious range,

Inilead of fquadrons flaming o'er the field,

And long-embattled hofts ! when the proud foe

The faithlefs vain difturber of mankind,

Infulting Gaul, has rous'd the world to war ; 1075
When keen, once more, within their bounds to prefs

Thofe polilh'd robbers, thofe ambitious flaves,

The
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The BRITISH YOUTH would hail thy wife command,

Thy temper'd ardor and thy veteran

THE weilern fun withdraws the Ihortened day; 1080

And humid evening, gliding o'er the fkyy

In her chill progrefs, to the ground condens'd

The vapours throws. Where creeping waters ooze,

Where marfhes ftagnate, and where rivers wind,

Clufter the rolling fogs, and fwim along 1085
The dufky mantled lawn. Mean-while the moon

Full-orb'd, and breaking thro* the fcatter'd clouds,

Shews her broad vifage in the crimfon'd ealL

Turn'd to the fun direct, her fpotted diflc,

Where mountains rife, umbrageous dales defcend, 109$
And caverns deep, as optic tube defcries,.

A fmallcr earth, gives us his blaze again,

Void of its flame, and meds a fbfter day.

Now thro' the pafling cloud me feems to ftoopr

Now up the pure cerulean rides fublime. IO9S
Wide the pale deluge floats, and {beaming mild

O'er the fky'd mountain to the fhadowy vale,

While rocks and floods reflect the quivering gleam,
The whole air whitens with a boimdlefs tide

Of filver. radiance, trembling round the world. 1100

Bur when half-blotted from the Iky her light,

Fainting, permits the ftarry fires to burn

With keener luflre thro' the depth of heaven ^

Or near extinct her deadened orb appears,

And fcarce appears^ of fickly beamlefs white y 3.105

H 5
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Oft in this feafon, filent from the north

A blaze of meteors moots : enfweeping firft

The lower ikies, they all at once converge

High to the crown of heaven, and all at once

Relapfing quick, as quickly reafcend, 1 1 1C

And mix, and thwart, extinguifh, and renew,

All ether courfing in a maze of light.

FROM look to look, contagious thro' the crowd,

The panic runs, and into wondrous ihapes

Th' appearance throws : Armies in meet array, 1115

ThrongM with aerial fpears, and deeds of fire ;

Till the long lines of full-extended war

In bleeding fight commixt, the fanguine flood

Rolls a broad {laughter o'er the plains of heaven.

As thus they fcan the vifionary fcene, 1 1 20

On all fides fwells the fuperftitious din,

Incontinent ; and bufy frenzy talks

Of blood and battle ; cities overturn'd,

And late at night in fwallowing earthquake funk,

Or hideous wrapt in fierce afcending flame ; 1125
Of fallow famine, inundation, ftorm;

Of peflilence, and every great diftrefs ;

Empires fubvers'd, when ruling fate has ftruck

The unalterable hour : even Nature's felf

Is deem'd to totter on the brink of time. 1 130
Not fo the Man of philofophic eye,

And infpeft fage ; the waving brightnefs he

Curious furveys, inqujfitive to know
The
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The caufes, and materials, yet unfix'd,

Of this appearance beautiful and new. 1135

Now black, and deep, the night begins to fall,

A {hade iramenfe. Sunk in the quenching gloom,

Magnificent and vaft, are heaven and earth.

Order confounded lies ; all beauty void ;

Diftinftion loft ; and gay variety 1 140
One univerfal blot : fuch the fair power
Cf light, to kindle and create the whole.

Drear is the ftate of the benighted wretch,

Who then, bewilder'd, wanders thro' the dark,

Full of pale fancies, and chimera's huge ; 1145
Nor vifited by one directive ray,

From cottage ftreaming, or from airy hall.

Perhaps impatient as he flumbles on,

Struck from the root of flimy rufties, blue,

The wild-fire fcatters round, or gathered trails 1 150
A length of flame deceitful o'er the mofs :

Whither decoy'd by the fantaftic blaze,

Now loft and now renew'd, he finks abforpt,

Rider and horfe, amid the miry gulph :

While ftill, from day to day, his pining wife, 1155

And plaintive children his return await,

In wild conjecture loft. At other times,

Sent by the letter Genius of the night,

Innoxious, gleaming on the horfe's mane,

The meteor fits ; and mews the narrow path, 1 160

That winding leads thro* pits of death, or elfe

Inftructs him how to take the dangerous ford.

H6 THE
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THE lengthened night elaps'd, the morning mines,

Serene, in all her dewy beauty bright.

Unfolding fair the laft autumnal day. 1 165

And now the mounting fun difpels the fog ;

The rigid hoar-froft melts before his beam ;

And hung on every fpray, on every blade

Of grafs, the myriad dew-drops twinkle round.

AH fee where robb'd, and murderM,in that pit 1 170
Lies the ftill heaving hive ! at evening fnatch'd,

Beneath the cloud of guilt-concealing night,

And fix'd o'er fulphur : while, not dreaming ill,

The happy people, in their waxen cells,

Sat tending public cares, and planning fchemes 1 175

Of temperance, for Winter poor ; rejoiced

To mark, full flowing round, their copious (lores.

Sudden the dark oppreilive fleam afcends ;

And, us'd to milder fcents, the tender race,

By thoufands, tumble from their honeyed domes, 1 180

Convolv'd, and agonising in the duft.

And was it then for this you roam'd the Spring,

Intent from fljwer to flower ? for this you toil'd

Ceafelefs the burning Summer-heats away ?

For this in Autumn fearch'd the blooming wafle, 1 185
Nor loft one funny gleam ? for this fad fate ?

O man ! tyrannic lord ! how long, how long,

Shall proftrate Nature groan beneath your rage,

Awaiting renovation ? When obliged,

Muft you deftroy ? Of their ambroiial food 1 190
Can you not borrow ; and, in juft return,

Afford
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Afford them (heller from the wintry winds ;

Or, as the fharp year pinches, with their own

Again regale them on fome fmiling day ?

See where the flony bottom of their town 1 195
Looks defolate, and wild ; with here and there

A helplefs number, who the ruin'd ftate

Survive, lamenting weak, caft out to death.

Thus a proud city, populous and rich,

Full of the works of peace, and high in joy, 1200

At theatre or feaft, or funk in fleep,

(As late, Palermo, was thy fate) is feiz'd

By fome dread earthquake, and convulfive hurl'd

Sheer from the black foundation, flench-involv'd,

Into a gulph of blue fulphureous flame. 1205

HENCE every harfher fight ! for now the day,

O'er heaven and earth diffused, growswarm, and high,
Infinite fplendor ! wide inverting all.

How full the breeze ! fave what the filmy threads

Of dew evaporate brufhes from the plain. 1210

How clear the cloudlefs fky ! how deeply ting'd

With a peculiar blue 1 the ethereal arch

How fwelPd immenfe ! amid whofe azure thron'd

The radiant fun how gay ! how calm below

The gilded earth 1 the harveft-treafures all

Now gather'd in, beyond the rage of florins,

Sure to the fwain ; the circling fence (hut up ;

And inftant Winter's utmoft rage defy'd.

While, loofe to feiHve joy, the country round

Laughs with the loud fmcerity of mirth, 1220

Shook to the wind their cares. The toil-ftrung youth

By
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By the quick fenfe of mufic taught alone,

Leaps wildly graceful in the lively dance.

Her every charm abroad, the village-toad^

Young, buxom, warm, jn native beauty rich, 1225
Darts not-unmeaning' looks j and, where her eye
Points an approving fmile, with double force,

The cudgel rattles* and the wreiller twines.

Age too fliines out ; and, garrulous, recounts

The feats of- youth. Thus they rejoice ; nor think

That, with to-morrow's fun, their annual toil 1231

Begins again the never-ceafing round.

OH knew lie-but his happinefs, of Men
The happieft he ! who far from public rage,

Deep in the vale, with a choice Few retir'd, 1235
Drinks the pure pleafures of the RURAL LIFE.

What tho' the dome be wanting, whofe proud gate,

Each morning, vomits out the fneaking crowd

Of flatterers falfe, and in their turn abus'd ?

Vile intercourfe ! What tho' the glittering robe, 1240
Of every hue reflected light can give,

Or floating loofe, or ftiff with mazy gold,

The pride and gaze of fools ! opprefs him not ?

What tho', from utmoft land and fea purveyed,
For him each rarer tributary life 1245
Bleeds not, and his infatiate table heaps
With luxury, and death ? What tho' his bowl

Flames not with coftly juice ; nor funk in beds,

Oft of gay care, he tofles out the night,

Or melts the thoughtlefs hours in idle irate ? 1250
What tho' he knows not thofe fantaftic joys,

That ftill amufe the wanton, Hill deceive ;

A face
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A face of pleafure, but a heart of pain ;

Their hollow moments undelighted all ?

Sure peace is his ; a folid life, eflranged 1255
To difappointment, and fallacious hope : f

Rich in content, in Nature's bounty rich,

In herbs and fruits ; whatever greens the Spring,

When heaven defcends in mowers j or bends the bough
When Summer reddens, and when Autumn beams ;

Or in the wintry glebe whatever lies 1261

Conceal'd, and fattens with the richeft fap :

Thefe art not wanting ; nor the milky drove,

Luxuriant, fpread o'er all the lowing vale ;

Nor bleating mountains ; nor the chide of ftreams,

And hum of bees, inviting deep fincere 1266

Into the guiltlefs breaft, beneath the made,

Or thrown at large amid the fragrant hay ;

Nor ought befides of profpeft, grove, or fong,

Dim grottoes, gleaming lakes,.and fountain clear. 1270
Here too dwells fimple truth ; plain innocence ;

Unfullied beauty ; found unbroken youth,

Patient of labour, with a little pleas'd ;

Health ever blooming ; unambitious toil ;

Calm contemplation, and poetic eafe. 1275

LET others brave the flood in queft of gain,

And beat, for joylefs months, the gloomy wave.

Let fuch as deem it glory to deftroy,

Rufh into blood, the fack of cities feek ;

Unpierc'd, exulting in the widow's wail, 1280

The virgin's ftiriek, and infant's trembling cry.

Let fome, far-diftant from their native foil,

4- Urg'd
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Urg'd or by want or hardened avarice,

Find other lands beneath another fun*

Let this through cities work his eager way, 1285

By legal outrage and eftablifh'd guile,

The focial fenfe extinft ; and that ferment

Mad into tumult the feditious herd,

Or melt them down to flavery. Let tbefe

Infnare the wretched in the toils of law, \ 290

Fomenting difcord, and perplexing right,

An iron race ! and tbofe of fairer front,

But equal inhumanity, in courts,

Delufive pomp, and dark cabals, delight ;

Wreathe the deep bow, diffufe the lying fmile, 1 295
And tread the weary labyrinth of flate.

While he, from all the flormy paflions free

That reftlefs Men involve, hears, and but hears,

At diilance fafe, the human tempeil roar,

Wrapt clofe in confcious peace. The fall of kings,

The rage of nations, and the crufh of Hates, 1301
Move not the Man, who, from the world efcap'd,

In dill retreats, and flowery folitudes,

To Nature's voice attends, from month to month,

And day to day, thro' the revolving year ; 1305

Admiring, fees her in her every fhape ;

Feels all her fvveet emotions at his heart ;

Takes what me liberal gives, nor thinks of more.

He, when young Spring protrudes the bulling gems,
Marks the firil bud, and fucks the healthful gale 1310
Into his freshened foul ; her genial hours

He full enjoys j and not a beauty blows,

And



AUTUMN.
And not an opening blofibm breathes in vain,

In Summer he, beneath the living {hade,

Such as o'er frigid Tempc wont to wave, 1315
Or Hetnus cool, reads what the Mufe, of thefe

Perhaps, has in immortal numbers fung ;

Or what Ihe dictates writes : and, oft an eye

Shot round, rejoices in the vigorous year.

When Autumn's yellow luftre gilds th world, 132$
And tempts the fickled fwain into the field,

Seiz'd by the general joy, his heart diflends

With gentle throws j and, thro' the tepid gleams

Deep mufmg, then he beft exerts his fong.

Even Winter wild to him is full of blifs. 1325

The mighty tempeft, and the hoary wafte,

Abrupt, and deep, flretch'd o'er the buried earth,

Awake to folemn thought. At night the Ikies,

Difclos'd, and kindled, by refining froft,

Pour every luftre on th' exalted eye. 133

A friend a book the Healing hours fecure,

And mark them down for wifdom. With fwift wing,

O'er land and fea imagination roams ;

Or truth, divinely breaking on his mind,

Elates his being, and unfolds his powers ; 1355

Or in his bread heroic virtue burns.

The touch of kindred too and love he feels ;

The modeft eye, whofe beams on his alone

Extatic ihine ; the little ftrong embrace

Of prattling children, twin'd around his neck, 134^
And emulous to pleafe him, calling forth

The fond parental foul. Nor purpofe gay,

Amufement,
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Amufement, dance, or fong, he fternly fcorns ;

For happinefa and true philofophy
Are of the focial ftill, and fmiling kind. 1345
This is the life which thofe who fret in guilt,

And guilty cities, never knew ; the life,

Led by primeval ages; uncorrupt,

When angels dwelt, and- God himfelf, with Man !

OH NATURE ! all-fufficient ! over all ! 1350
Inrich me with the knowledge of thy works !

Snatch me to heaven ; thy rolling wonders there,

World beyond world, in infinite extent,

Profufely fcattered o'er the blue immenfe,

Shew me ; their motions, periods, and their laws,

Give me to fcan ; thro* the difclofmg deep 1356-

Light my blind way : the mineral ftrata there ;

Thruft, blooming, thence the vegetable world ;

O'er that the rifmg fyftem, more complex,
Of animals j and higher ftill, the mind, 1360.
The varied fcene of quick-compounded thought,
And where the mixing pafiions endlefs fhift ;.

Thefe ever open to my ravifh'd eye ;

A fearch, the flight of time can ne'er exhauft !

But if to that unequal ; if the blood, 1365
In fluggiila flreams about my heart, forbid

That beft ambition ; under cloiing ihades,

Inglorious, lay me by the lowly brook,

And whifper to my dreams. From THEE begin,
Dwell all on THEE, with THEE conclude my fong ;

And let me never never {tray from THEE ! . .1371-

WINTER,





Winter.



WINTER.
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ThefubjeB propofed. Addrefs to the earlof Wi LM I N 6-

TON. Fir/} approach of Winter According to the

natural courfe of thefeafony various florins deferibed.

Rain. Wind* Sno-iv. ^he driving of the fnows .*

A man perijhing among them ; whence reflections on

the wants and miferies of human life. Vhe ivo/vet

defcendingfrom the Alps and Apennines. A winter-

evening defcribed : as /pent by philosophers ; by the

country-people, in the city* Froft, A view of Winter

within the polar Circle. A thaw. The whole con-

cluding witfr moral reflexions on afutureftate.



WINTER.
SEE,

WINTER, comes, to rule the varied year,

Sullen and fad, with all his rifmg train ^

Vapours, and Clouds, and Storms. Be thefe my theme,

Thefe ! that exalt the foul to folemn thought,
And heavenly muling* Welcome, kindred glooms ! 5

Congenial horrors, hail ! with frequent foot,

Pleas'd have I, in my chearful morn of life,

When nurs'd by carelefs folitude I liv'd,

And fung of Nature with unceafing joy,

Pleas'd have I wander'd thro' your rough domain ; ir

"Trod the pure virgin-fnows, myfelf as pure ;

Heard the winds roar, and the big torrent burft ;

Or feen the deep fermenting temped brew'd,

In the grim evening {ky. Thus pafs'd the time,

Till thro* the lucid chambers of the fouth 15
Look'd out thejoyous SPRING, look'dout, andfmil'd.

To thee, the patron of herfrjl effay,

The Mufe, O WILMINGTON ! renews her fong.
Since has (he rounded the revolving year :

Skim'd the gay Spring ; on eagle-pinions borne, za

Attempted thro' the Summer- bfeze to rife ;

Then fwept o'er Autumn with the fliadowy gale ;

And now among the wintry clouds again,

* Roll'd
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Roll'd in the doubling ftorm, fhe tries to foar ;

.To fwell her note with all the rufhing winds .; 25

To fait her founding cadence to the floods ;

As is her theme, her numbers wildly great :

Thrice happy ! could fhe fill thy judging ear

With bold defcription, and with manly thought.

Nor art thou fkiiPd in awful fchemes alone, 30

And how to make a mighty people thrive :

But equal goodnefs, found integrity,

A firm unfhaken uncorrupted foul

Amid a Hiding age, and burning ftrong,

Not vainly blazing for thy country's weal, 35

A fteady fpirit regularly free ;

Thefe, each exalting each, the flatefmen light

Into the patriot ; thefe, the public ho,pe

And eye to thee converting, bid the Mufe

Record what envy dares not flattery call. 4

Now when the chearlefs empire of the fky

To Capricorn the Centaur Archer yields,

And fierce Aquarius > ftains th' inverted year ;

Hung o'er the fartheft verge of heaven, the fun

Scarce fpreads thro' ether the deje&ed day. 45
Faint are his gleams, and ineffectual fhoot

His ftruggling rays, in horizontal lines,

Thro' the. thick air; as cloath'd in cloudy llorm,

Weak, wan, and broad, he fldrts the fouthern &.y ;

And, fopn-defcending, to the long dark night, 50

Wide-mading all, the proftrate world refigns.

Nor is the night unwim'd ; while vital heat,

Light,
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Light, 'life, and joy, the dubious day forfake.

Mean-time, in fable cindlure, lhadows vaft,

Deep-ting'd and damp, and congregated clouds, 55
And all the vapoury turbulence of heaven,
Involve the face of things. Thus Winter falls,

A heavy gloom oppreffive o'er the world,

Thro' Nature ihedding influence malign,
And roufes up the feeds of dark -difeafe. 60

The foul of Man dies in him, loathing life,

And black with more than melancholy views.

The cattle droop ; and o'er the furrowed land,

Frefh from the plough, the dun difcolour'd flocks,

Untended fpreading, crop the wholefome root. 65

AJong the woods, along the moorifh fens,

-Sighs the fad Genius of the coming liorm ;

And up among the loofe disjointed cliffs,

And fra&ur'd mountains wild, the brawling brook

And cave, prefageful, fend a hollow moan, 70

Refounding long in litlening Fancy's ear.

THSN? comes the father of the tempeil forth,

Wrapt in black glooms. Firil joylefs rains obfcure

Drive thro* the mingling ikies wi.th vapour foul ;

Dam on the mountain's brow, and make the woods,

That grumbling wave below. The unfightly plain 76
Lies a brown deluge ; as the low-bent clouds

Pour flood on flood, yet unexhautled ftill

Combine, and deepening into night Ihut up
The day's fair face. The wanderers of heaven, 80

Each to his home, retire j fave thofe that love

To
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To take their paflime in the troubled air,

Or flamming flutter round the dimply pool.

The cattle from the untafted fields return,

And aflt, with meaning lowe, their wonted flails, &

Or ruminate in the contiguous made.

Thither the houihold feathery people crowd,

The crefted cock, with all his female train,

Penfive, and dripping ; while the cottage-hind

Hangs o'er the enlivening blaze, and talcful there 90
Recounts his fimple frolick : much he talks,

And much he laughs, nor recks the florm that blows

Without, and rattles on his humble roof.

WIDE o-er the brim, with many a torrent fwell'd,

And the mix'd ruin of its banks o'erfpread, 95
At laft the rous'd-up river pours along :

ReMlefs, roaring, dreadful, down it comes,

From the rude mountain, and the moffy wild,

Tumbling thro' rocks abrupt, and founding far;

Then o'er the fancied valley floating fpreads, 100

Calm, fluggi/h, Slent ; till again, conflrain'd

Between two meeting hills, it burlls a way,
Where rocks and woods o'erhang the turbid ftrearn;

There gathering triple force, rapid, and deep,. 104
It boils, and wheels, and foams, and thunders through.

NATURE ! great parent ! whofe unceafing hand-

Rolls round the Seafons of the changeful year,

Hew mighty, how majeftic, are thy works !

With what a pleating dread they fvvell the foul !

That
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That fees aftoniih'd ! and aftonifh'd fmgs ! ii.p

Ye too ye winds ! that now begin to blow,

With boifterous fweep, I raife my voice to
)j?u.

'

Where are your flares, ye powerful beings ! fay,

Where your aerial magazines referv'd,

To fwell the brooding terrors of the ftorm ? 115
In what far-diftant region of the iky,

Hufli'd in deep filence, fleep ye when 'tis <:alm ?

WHEN from the pallid fky the fan defcends,

With many a fpot, tha'f o'er his glaring orb

Uncertain wanders, ftain'd ; red iiery itreaks 120

Begin to fiufh around. The reeling clouds

Stagger with dizzy poife, as {ioubting yet

Which maftef to obey : while rifmg flow, V
Blank, in the leaden^colour'd eaft, the moon

Wears a wan circle round her blunted horns. 125
Seen thro' the turbid fluctuating air,

The ftars obtufe emit a fliivered ray ;

Or frequent feem to (hoot athwart xhe gloom,
And long behind them trail the whitening blaze.

Snatch'd in fliort eddies, plays the wither'd leaf ; 130
And on the flood the dancing feather floats.

With- broadened noftrils to the fky up-turn'd,

The confcious heifer fnuffs the ftormy gale.

Even as the matron, at her nightly tafk,
*

With penfive labour draws the flaxen thread, 13^

The wafted taper and the crackling flame

Foretell the blaft. But chief the plumy race,

The tenants of the fky, its changes fpeak.

I Retiring

.
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Retiring from the downs, where all day long

They pick'd their fcanty fare, a blackening train 140
Of clamorous rooks thick-urge their weary flight,

And feek the clofing melter of the grove ;

Afiiduous, in his bower, the wailing owl

Plies his fad fong. The cormorant on high 144
Wheels from the deep, and fcreams along the land.

Loud mrieks the foaring hern ; and with wild wing
The circling fea-fowl cleave the flaky clouds.

Ocean, unequal prefs'd, with broken tide

And blind commotion heaves ; while from the fhore,

Eat into caverns by the reliefs wave, 150
And foreft-ruftling mountain, comes a voice,

That folemn founding bids the world prepare.

Then ifFues forth the ilorm with fudden burft,

And hurls the whole precipitated air,

Down, in a torrent. On the paffive main 155
Defcends th' ethereal force, and with ftrong guft

Turns from its bottom the difcolour'd deep.

Thro' the black night that fits imruenfe around,

Lafh'd into foam, the fierce conflicting brine

Seems o'er a thoufand raging waves to burn : 160

Mean-time the mountain-billows, to the clouds

In dreadful tumult fwellM, furge above iurge,

Burft into chaos with tremendous roar,

And anchor'd navies from their ftations drive,

Wild as the winds acrofs the howling wade 16^

Of mighty waters : now th' inflated wave

Straining they fcale, and now impetuous {hoot

Into the fecret chambers of the deep,

The
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The wintry Baltick thundering o'er their head.

Emerging thence again, before the breath i~o

Of full-exerted heaven they wing their courfe,

And dart on diftant coafts ; if fome fliarp rock,

Or ihoal infidious break not their career,

And in loofe fragments fling them floating round.

NOR lefs at land the loofened temped reigns. 175
The mountain thunders ; and its fturdy forts

Stoop to the bottom of the rocks they fhad e.

Lone on the midnight fteep, and all aghalt,

The dark way-faring ftranger breathlefs toils,

And, often falling, climbs againil the blail. 180

Low waves the rooted foreu, vex'd, and iheds

What of its tarnifh'd honours yet remain ;

Dafh'd down, and fcatter'd, by the tearing wind's

Aifiduous fury, its gigantic limbs.

Thus flruggling thro' the diflipated grove, 185

The whirling tempeil raves along the plain ;

And on the cottage thatch'd, or lordly roof,

Keen-faftening, lhakes them to the folid bafe.

Sleep frighted flies ; and round the rocking dome,
For entrance eager, howls the favage blaft. 193
Then too, they fay, thro' all the burthen'd air,

Long groans are heard, fhrill founds, and diitant fighs,

That, uttered by the Demon of the night,

Warn the devoted wretch of woe and death.

HUGE uproar lords it wide. The clouds commix'd

With ilars fwift gliding fweep along the iky. 196
I 2 All
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All nature reels. Till Nature's KING, who oft

Amid tempeftuous darknefs dwells alone,

And on the wings of the careering wind

Walks dreadfully ferene, commands a calm ; 200

Then ftraight air, fea, and earth are hufh'd at once.

As yet 'tis midnight deep. The weary clouds,

Slow-meeting, mingle into folid gloom.

Now, whife the drowfy world lies loft in fleep,

Let me aflbciate with the ferious Night, 205
And Contemplation her fedate compeer;
Let me make off th' intrufive cares of day,

And lay the meddling fenfes all afide.

WHERE now, ye lying vanities of life!

Ye ever-tempting ever-cheating train ! 210

Where are you now ? and what is your amount ?

Vexation, difappointment, and remorfe.

Sad, fickening thought ! and yet deluded Man,
A fcene of crude disjointed vifions paft,

And broken (lumbers, rifes ftill refolv'd, 215
With new-flufh'd hopes, to run the giddy round.

FATHER of light and life! thou GOOD SUPREME !

O teach me what is good ! teach me THYSELF !

Save me from folly, vanity, and vice,

From every low purfuit ! and feed my foul 220

With knowledge, confcious peace, and virtue pure ;

Sacred, fubflantial, never-fading blifs !

THE
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THE keener tempefts rife : and fuming dun

From all the livid eaft, or piercing, north,

Thick clouds afcend; in whofe capacious womb 225
A vapoury deluge lies, to fnow congeal'd.

Heavy they roll their fleecy world along j

And the (ky faddens with the gathered ilorm.

Thro' the hufh'd air the whitening mower defcends,

At firfl thin wavering ; 'till at lait the flakes 250
Fall broad, and wide, and faft, dimming the day,

With a continual flow. The cherifh'd fields

Put on their winter-robe of purelt white.

'Tis brightnefs all ; fave where die new fhow melts-

Along the mazy current. Low the woods 235
Bow their hoar head ; and, ere the languid fun

Faint from the weft emits his evening ray,

Earth's univerfal face, deep hid, and chill,

Is one wild dazzling wade, that buries wide

The works of Man. Drooping, the labourer-ox z\o
Stands cover'd o'er with {how, and then demands

The fruit of all his toil. The fowls of heaven,

Tam'd by the cruel feafon, croud around

The winnowing ftore, and claim the little boon

Which PROVIDENCE affigns them. One alone, 245
The red-breaft, facred to the houmold gods,

Wifely regardful of th' embroiling flcy,

In joylefs fields, and thorny thickets, leaves

His fhivering mates, and pays to truited Man
His annual vifit. Half-afraid, he firft 250

Againft the window beats ; then, brifk, alights

On the warm hearth ; then, hopping o'er the floor,

I 3 Eyes
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Eyes all the fmiling family afkance,

And pecks, and Harts, and wonders where he is :

'Till more familiar grown, the table-crumbs 255
Attract his ilender feet. The foodlefs wilds

Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare,

Tho' timorous of heart, and hard befet

By death in various forms, dark fnares, and dogs,

And more unpitying Men, the garden feeks, 260

Urg'd on by fearlefs want. The bleating kind

Eye the bleak heaven, and next the gliftening earth,

With looks of dumb defpair ; then, fad-difpers'd,

Dig for the withered herb thro' heaps of fnow.

Now, ihepherds, to your helplefs charge be kind,

Baffle the raging year, and fill their penns 266

With food at will ; lodge them below the ftorm,

And watch them ftrict : for from the bellowing eaft,

In this dire feafon, oft the whirlwind's wing

Sweeps up the burthen of whole wintry plains 270
At one wide waft, and o'er the haplefs flock?,

Hid in the hollow of two neighbouring hills,

The billowy tempeft whelms ; 'till, upward urg'd,

The valley to a mining mountain fwells,

Tipt with a wreath high-curling in the iky. 275

As thus the fnows arife ; and foul, and fierce,

All W'inter drives along the darkened air ;

In his own loofe-revolving fields, the fvvain

Difafterd ftands ; fees other hills afcend,

Of unknown joylefs bro"w ; and other fcenes, 280

Of
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Of horrid profpeft, fhag the tracklefs plain :

Nor finds the river, nor the foreft, hid

Beneath the formlefs wild ; but wanders on

From hill to dale, (till more and more aftray ;

Impatient flouncing thro' the drifted heaps, 285

Stung with the thoughts of home ; the thoughts ofhome

Rufh on his nerves, and call their vigour forth

In many a vain attempt. How finks his foul !

What black defpair, what horror fills his heart !

When for the duiky fpot, which fancy feign'd 290
His tufted cottage riiing thro' the fr.ow,

He meets the rough nefs of the middle wafte,

Far from the track, and bleft abode of Man ;

While round him night refiitlefs clofes fait,

And every tempeft, howling o'er his head, 295
Renders the favage wildernefs mare wild.

Then throng the bufy fhapes into his mind,

Of cover'd pits, unfathomably deep,

A dire defcent ! beyond the power of fro&,

Of faithlefs bogs ; of precipices huge, 300
Smooth'd up with fhow; and, what is land, unknown,

What water, of the ftill unfrozen fpring,

In the loofe marfh or folitary lake,

Where the frefh fountain from the bottom boils.

Thefe check his fearful fteps ; and down he finks 305

Beneath the fhelter of the fliapelefs drift,

Thinking o'er all the bitternefs of death,

Mix'd with the tender anguiih Nature {hoots,

Thro' the wrung bofom of the dying Man,
His wife, his children, and his friends unften. 510

I 4 In
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In vain for him th' officious wife prepares

The fire fair-blazing, and the veftment warm ;

In vain his little children, peeping out

Into the mingling ftorm, demand their fire,

With tears of artlefs innocence. Alas! 315
Nor wife, nor children, more mail he behold,

Nor friends, nor facred home. On every nerve

The deadly Winter feizes ; fhuts up fenfe ;

And, o'er his inmoft vitals creeping cold,

Lays him along the fnows, a fliffened corfe, 320
Stretch'd out, and bleaching in the northern Waft.

AH little think the gay licentious proud,

Whom pleafure, power, and affluence furround ;

They, who their thoughtlefs hours in giddy mirth,

And wanton, often cruel, riot wafte ; 325

Ah little think they, while they dance along,

How many feel, this very moment, death

And all the fad variety of pain.

How many fink in the devouring flood,

Or more devouring flame. How many bleed, 330

By mameful variance betwixt Man and Man.

How many pine in want, and dungeon glooms ;

Shut from the common air, and common ufe

Of their own limbs. How many drink the cap
Of baleful grief, or eat the bitter bread 335

Of mifcry. Sore pierc'd by wintry winds,

How many fhrink into the fordid hut

Of cheerlefs poverty. How many make

With all the fiercer tortures of the mind,

Unbounded
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Unbounded paffion, madnefs, guilt, remorfe ; 340
Whence tumbled headlong from the height of life,

They furnifh matter for the tragic Mufe.

Even in the vale, where wifdom loves to dwell,

With friendlhip, peace, and contemplation join'd,

How many, rack'd with honefl paflions, droop 345
In deep retir'd diftrefs. How many (land

Around the death-bed of their deareft friends,

And point the parting anguifh. Thought fond Man
Of thefe, and all the thoufand namelefs ills,

That one incefiant ftruggle render life, 353
One fcene of toil, of fuffering, and of fate,

Vice in his high career would ftand appalPd,
And heedlefs rambling Impulfe learn to think ;

The confcious heart of Charity would warm,
And her wide wiih Benevolence dilate ; 355
The focial tear would rife, the focial figh;

And into clear perfection, gradual blifs,

Refining ftill, the focial paffions work.

AND here can I forget the generous
*
band, 399:

Who, touch'd with human woe, redreffive fearch'd

Into the horrors of the gloomy jail ?

Unpitied, and unheard, where mifery moans ;

Where ficknefs pines ; where thirfl and hunger burn,

And poor misfortune feels the lam of vice.

While in the land of liberty, the land 365
Whofe every ftreet and public meeting glow
With open freedom, little tyrants rag'd ;

* The Jail Committee, in the Year 1729.

I 5 Snatch'd
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Snatch'd the lean morfel from the ftarving mouth ;

Tore from cold wintry limbs the tatter'd weed ;

Even robb'd them of the laft of comforts, fleep ; 370
The free-born BRITON to the dungeon chain'd,

Or, as the luft of cruelty prevail'd,

At pleafure mark'd him with inglorious flripes ;

And crufh'd out lives, by fecret barbarous ways,

That for their country would have toiPd, or bled. 375
O great defign ! if executed well,

With patient care, and wifdom-temper'd zeal,

Ye fons of mercy f yet refume the fearch ;

Drag forth the legal monlters into light,

Wrench from their hands oppreflion's iron rod, 380
And bid the cruel feel the pains they give.

Much ftill untouch'd remains ; in this rank age,

Much is the patriot's weeding hand required.

The toils of law, (what dark infidious Men
Have cumbrous added to perplex the truth, 385
And lengthen fimple juftice into trade)

How glorious were the day ! that faw thefe broke,

And every Man within the reach of right.

By wintry famine rous'd, from all the tracl

Of horrid mountains which the mining Alps, 390
And wavy A$peiu*e, and Pyrenees,

Branch out ftupendous into diftant lands ;

Cruel as death, and hungry as the grave !

Burning for blood ! bony, and ghaunt, and grim !

Afiembling wolves in raging troops defcend j 395

And, pouring o'er the country, bear along,

5 Keea
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Keen as the north-wind fweeps the glofiy.fnow.

All is their prize. They fatten on the fteed,

Prefs him to earth, and pierce his mighty heart.

Nor can the bull his awful front defend, 400
Or (hake the murdering favages away.

Rapacious, at the mother's throat they fly,

And tear the fcreaming infant from her bread.

The godlike face of Man avails him nought.
Even beauty, force divine ! at vvhofe bright glance

The generous lion ftands in foftened gaze, 406
Here bleeds, a haplefs undiftinguifh'd prey.

But if, apprized of the fevere attack,

The country be mut up, lur'd by the fcent,

On church yards drear (inhuman to relate !) 410
The difappointed prowlers fall, and dig

The fhrouded body from the grave ; o'er which,

Mix'd with foul fhades, and frighted ghoils, they howl.

AMONG thofe hilly regions, where embrac'd

In peaceful vales the happy Grifons dwell ; 415

Oft, ruming fudden from the loaded cliffs,

Mountains of fnow their gathering terrors roll.

From iieep to fteep, loud-thundering down they conie,

A wintry wafte in dire commotion all ;

And herds, and flocks, and travellers,;and fwains, 423
And fometimes whole brigades of marching troops
Or hamlets fleeping in the dead of night,

Are deep beneath the fmothering ruin whelm'd.

Now, all amid the rigours of the year,

In the wild depth of Winter, while Without 42^
I 6 The
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The ceafelefs winds blow ice, be my retreat,

Between the groaning foreil and the Ihore

Beat by the boundlefs multitude of waves,

A rural, (helter'd, folitary, fcene ;

Where ruddy fire and beaming tapers join, 430
To cheer the gloom. There ftudious let me fit,

And hold high converfe with the MIGHTY DEAD; .

Sages of antient time, as gods rever'd,

As gods beneficent, who bleft mankind

With arts, with arms, and humaniz'd a world. 435
Rous'd at the infpiring thought, I throw afide

The long-liv'd volume ; and, deep-mufing, hail

The facred fhades, that (lowly-rifing pafs

Before my wondering eyes. Firli SOCRATES,

Who, firmly good in a corrupted irate, 440

Againfl the rage of tyrants ftngle flood,

Invincible ! calm Reafon's holy law,

That Voice of GOD within th' attentive mind,

Obeying, fearlefs, or in life, or death :

Great moral teacher ! Wifeft of Mankind ! 445
SOLON the next, who built his common-weal

On equity's wide bafe ; by tender laws

A lively people curbing, yet undamp'd

Preferving flill that quick peculiar fire,

Whence in the laurel'd field of finer arts, 450
And of bold freedom, they unequal'd {hone,

The pride of fmiling GREECE, and human-kind.

LYCURGUS then, who bow'd beneath the force

* Of ftri&eft difcipline, feverely <vcife t

All human paflions, Following him, I fee, 455

As
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As at Thermopylae he glorious fell,

The firm * DEVOTED CHIEF, who prov'd by deeds

The hardeft leflbn which the other taught.

Then ARISTIDES lifts his honeft front;

Spotlefs of heart, to whom th' unflattering voice 460
Of freedom gave the nobleft name of "Juft ;

In pure majeftic poverty rever'd ;

Who, even his glory to his country's weal

Submitting, fvvell'd a haughty f Rival's fame.

Rear'd by his care, of fofter ray appears 465
CIMON fweet-foul'd ; whofe genius, rifing ftrong,

Shook off the load of young debauch ; abroad

The fcourge of Perfian pride, at home the friend

Of every worth and every fplendid art ;

Modeft, and fimple, in the pomp of wealth. 470
Then the laft worthies of declining GREECE,
Late call'd to glory, in unequal times,

Penftve, appear. The fair Corinthian boair,.

TIMOLEON, happy temper! mild, and firm,

Who wept the Brother, while the Tyrant bled. 475
And, equal to the beft, the ^THEBAN PAIR,
Whofe virtues, in heroic Concord join''d,

Their country rais'd to freedom, empire, fame.

He too, with whom Athenian honour funk,

And left a mafs of fordid lees behind, 480
PHOCION the Good', in public life fevere,

To virtue iiill inexorably firm ;

But when, beneath his low illuftrious roof,

* LZONIDAS. -f THEMISTOCLES.

J PELOPIDAS and EPAMINONDAS.
Sweet
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Sweet peace and happy wifdom fmooth'd his brow,

Not friendship fofter was, nor love more kind. 485
And he, the loft of old LYCURGUS' fons,

The generous victim to that vain attempt,

To fa--ve a rotten ftate, AGIS, who faw

Even SPARTA'S felf to fervile avarice funk.

The two Achaian heroes clofe the train. 490

ARATUS, who a while relum'd the foul

Of fondly lingering liberty in GREECE :

And he her darling as her lateft hope,

The gallant PHILOPOEMEN ; who to arms

Turn'd the luxurious pomp he could not cure; 495
Or toiling in his farm, a iimple fwain ;

Or, bold and fkilful, thundering in the field.

OF rougher front, a mighty people come !

A race of heroes ! in thofe virtuous times

Which knew no ilain, fave that with partial flame 500
Their deareft country they toofonMy lov'd :

Her better Founder firft, the light of ROME,
NUMA, who foften'd her rapacious fons :

SERVIUS the King, who laid the folid bafe

On which o'er earth the vaft republic fpread. 505
Then the great confuls venerable rife.

The * PUBLIC FATHER, who the Private queli'd,.

And on the dread tribunal fternly fad.

He, whom his thanklefs country could not lofe,

CAMILLUS, only vengeful to her foes. 510
F*BRieius, fcorner of all-conquering gold ;

* MAXCVS JTTNIVS BRUTUS.
And
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And CINCINNATUS, awful from the plough.

Thy
* WILLING VICTIM, Carthage, burfting loofe

From all that pleading Nature could oppofe,

From a whole city's tears, by rigid faith 515

Imperious call'd, and honour's dire command.

SCIPIO, the gentle chief, humanely brave,

Who foon the race of fpotlefs glory ran,

And, warm in youth, to the Poetic Jbade

With Friendjbip and Philofophy retir'd. 520
TULLY, whofe powerful eloquence awhile

Reftrain'd the rapid fate of rulhing ROME.

Unconquer'd CATO, virtuous in extreme.

And thou, unhappy BRUTUS, kind of heart,

Whofe Heady arm, by awful virtue urg'd, 52^
Lifted the Roman fteel againft thy Friend.

Thoufands befides the tribute of a verfe

Demand ; but who can count the ftars of heaven ?

Who fing their influence on this lower world ?

BEHOLD, who yonder comes ! in fober ftate, 530
Fair, mild, and ftrong, as is a vernal fun :

'Tis Phoebus' felf, or elfe the Mantuan Swain !

Great HOMER too appears, of daring wing,
Parent of fong ! and equal by his fide,

The BRITISH Mu s E ; join'd hand in hand they walk,

Darkling, full up the middle fteep to fame. 536
Nor abfent are thofe fliades, whofe Ikilful touch

Pathetic drew th
j

impaffion'd heart, and charm'd

* REGUttfS.
Tran&
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Tranfported Athens with the MORAL SCENE :

Nor thofe who, tuneful, wak'd th' enchanting LYRE-.

FIRST of your kind! fociety divine ! 541
Still vifit thus my nights, for you referv'd,

And mount my foaring foul to thoughts like yours.

Silence^ thou lonely power ! the door be thine ;

See on the hallowed hour that none intrude, 545
Save a few chofen friends, whorfometimes deign
To blefs my humble roof, with fenfe refin'd,

Learning digefted well, exalted faith,

Unftudy'd wit, and humour ever gay.

Or from the Mufes' hill will POPE defcend, 559
To raife the facred hour, to bid it fn\iler

And with the focial fpirit warm the heart :

For tho' not fvveeter his own HOMER fmgs,

Yet is his life the more endearing fong.

WH E R E art thou, HA M M o K D ? thou the darling pride,

The friend and lover of the tuneful throng ! 556
Ah why, dear youth, in all the blooming prime
Of vernal genius, where difclofing faft

Each a&ive worth, each manly virtue lay,

Why wert thou raviftr'd from our hope fo foon ? 560
What now avails that noble thiril of fame,

Which flung thy fervent bread ! that treafur'd flore.

Of knowledge, early gain'd ? that eager zeal

To ferve thy country, glowing in the band

Of YOUTHFUL PATRIOTS, who fuftain her name?
What now, alas ! that life-diffufing charm 566

Of
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Of fprightly wit ? that rapture for the Mufe,

That heart of friendfhip, and that foul of joy,

Which bade with fofteft light thy virtues fmile ?

Ah ! only fhew'd, to check our fond purfuits, 570
And teach our humbled hopes that life is vain I

THUS in fomedeep retirement would I pafs

The winter-glooms, with friends of pliant foul,

Or blithe, or folemn, as the theme infpir'd :

With them would fearch, ifNature's boundlefs frame

Was calPd, late-rifmg from the void of night, 576
Or fprung eternal from th' ETERNAL MIND ;

Its life, its laws, its progrefs, and its end.

Hence larger profpe&s of the beauteous whole

Would, gradual, open on our opening minds ; 580
And each diffusive harmony unite

In full perfection to th' aftonilh'd eye.

Then would we try to fcan the moral World,

Which, tho' to us it feems embroiPd, moves on

In higher order; fitted, and impell'd, 58,5

By WISDOM'S fineft hand, and iffuing all

In general Good. The fage hiftoric Mufe

Should next conduct us thro' the deeps of time :

Shew us how empire grew, declin'd, and fell,

In fcatter'd ftates ; what makes the nations fmile, 590

Improves their foil, and gives them double funs ;

And why they pine beneath the brighteft ikies,

In Nature's richeft lap. As thus we talk'd,

Our hearts would burn within us, would inhale

That portion of divinity, that ray 59,5

Of
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Of pureft heaven, which lights the public foul

Of patriots, and of heroes. But if doom'd,

In powerlefs humble fortune, to reprefs

Thefe ardent rifings of the kindling foul ;

Then, even fuperior to ambition, we 6oc*

Would learn the private virtues ; how to glide

Thro' fhades and plains, along the fmootheit ftream

Of rural life : or fnatch'd away by hope,
Thro' the dim fpaces of futurity,

With earned eye anticipate thofe fcenes 605
Of happinefs, and wonder ; where the mind,
In endtefs growth, and infinite afcent,

Rifes from ftafe to ft ate, and world to world.

But when with thefe the ferious thought is foiTd,

We, fliifting for relief, would play the Ihapes 610

Of frolic fancy ; and incefTant form

Thofe rapid pictures, that afTembled train

Of fleet ideas, never join'd before,

Whence lively Wit excites to gay furprize ;

Or folly-painting Humour, grave himfelf, 615
Calls Laughter forth, deep-making every nerve.

MEAN-TIME the village rouzes up the fire ;

While well attefted, and as well believ'd,

Heard folemn, goes the goblin-ftory round ;

Till fuperftitious horror creeps o'er all. 620

Or, frequent in the founding hall, they wake
7

A

he rural gambol. Ruftic mirth goes round ;

The fimple joke that takes the (hepherd's heart,

Eafily pleas'd j the long loud laugh, fmcere ;

The
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The kifs, fnatch'd hafty from the fide-long maid, 62^
On purpofe guardlefs, or pretending fleep :

The leap, the flap, the haul ; and, fliook to notes

Of native mufic, the refpondent dance.

Thus jocund fleets with them the winter-night.

THE city fwarms intenfe. The public haunt, 630
Full of each theme, and warm with mixt difcourfe,

Hums indiftinft. The fons of riot flow

Down the loofe ftream of falfe inchanted joy,

To fwift deftruction. On the rankled foul

The gaming fury falls ; and in one gulph 635

Of total ruin, honour, virtue, peace,

Friends, families, and fortune, headlong fink.

Up-fprings the dance along the lighted dome,

Mix'd and evolv'd, a thoufand fprightly ways.

The glittering court efFufes every pomp ; 640
The circle deepens : beam'd from gaudy robes,

Tapers, and fparkling gems, and radiant eyes,

A foft effulgence o'er the palace waves ;

While, a gay infect in bis fummer-fhine,

The fop, light-fluttering, fpreads his mealy wings. 645

DP.EAD o'er the fcene, the ghoft of HAMLET ftalks;

OTHELLO rages; poor MONIMIA mourns;

And BELVIDER.A pours her foul in love.

Terror alarms the breaft ; the comely tear

Steals o'er the cheek : or elfe the COMIC MUSE 650
Holds to the world a pifture of itfelf,

And raifes fly the fair impartial laugh.
Some
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Sometimes me lifts her ftrain, and paints the fcenes

Of beauteous life ; whate'er can deck mankind,

Or charm the heart, in generous *BEVIL fhew'd. 655

O THOU, whofe wifdom, folid yet refin'd,

Whofe patriot-virtues, and confummate {kill

To touch the finer fprings that move the world,

Join'd to whate'er the Graces can bellow,

And all Apollo's animating fire, 660

Give thee, with pleafing dignity, to mine

At once the guardian, ornament, and joy,

Of polifh'd life ; permit the Rural Mufe,

O CHESTERFIELD, to grace with thee her fong !

Ere to the fhades again me humbly flies, 665

Indulge her fond ambition, in thy train,

(For every Mufe has in thy train a place)

To mark thy various full-accompliih'd mind :

To mark that fpirit, which, with Eritijh /corn,

Rejedls th' allurements of corrupted power ; 670
That elegant politenefs, which excels,

Even in the judgment of prefumptuous France,

The boailed manners of her mining court ;

That wit, the vivid energy of fenfe,

The truth of Nature, which, with Attic point, 675
And kind well-temper'd fatire, fmoothly keen,

Steals thro' the foul, and without pain corredls.

Or, rifing thence with yet a brighter flame,

O let me hail thee on fome glorious day,

* A character in the CONSCIOUS LOVERS, written by Sir

RICHARD STEELE,
When
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When to the liftening fenate, ardent, croud 680

BRITANNIA'S fons to hear her pleaded caufe.

Then dreit by thee, more amiably fair,

Truth the foft robe of mild perfuafion wears :

Thou to afTenting reafon giv'fl again
Her own enlighten 'd thoughts ; calPd from the heart,

Th' obedient paiHons on thy voice attend ; 686

And even reluctant party feels a while

Thy gracious power : as thro' the varied maze

Of eloquence, now fmooth, now quick, now ilrong,

Profound and clear, you roll the copious flood. 69.0

To thy Jov'd haunt return, my happy Mufe :

For now, behold, the joyous winter-days,

Frofty, fucceed ; and thro' the blue ferene

For fight too fine, th' ethereal nitre flies ;

Killing infectious damps, and the fpent air 695

Storing afrem with elemental life.

Clofe crouds the mining atmofphere ; and binds

Our Strengthened bodies in its cold embrace,

Conftringent ; feeds, and animates our blood ;

Refines our fpirits, thro' the new-ftrung nerves, 700
In fwifter fallies darting to the brain ;

Where fits the foul, intenfe, collected, cool,

Bright as the fkies, and as the feafon keen.

All Nature feels the renovating force

Of Winter, only to .the though tlefs eye 705
In ruin feen. The froft-concocted glebe

Draws in abundant vegetable foul,

And gathers vigour for the coming year.
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A ftronger glow fits on the lively cheek

Of ruddy fire : and luculent along 710
The purer rivers flow ; their fullen deeps,

Tranfparent, open to the mepherd's gaze,

And murmur hoarfer at the fixing froft.

WH A T art thou, froft ? and whence are thy keen ftores

Deriv'd, thou fecret all-invading power, 715

Whom even th' illufive fluid cannot fly ?

Is not thy potent energy, unfeen,

Myriads of little falts, or hook'd, or fhap'd

Like double wedges, and diffus'd immenfe

Thro' water, earth, and ether ? Hence at eve, 720
Steam'd eager from the red horizon round,

With the fierce rage of Winter deep fuffus'd,

An icy gale, oft mifting, o'er the pool
Breathes a blue film, and in its mid career

Arrefts the bickering ftream.. The loofened ice, 725
Let down the flood, and half diiTolv'd by day,

Ruftles no more ; but to the fedgy bank

Faft grows, or gathers round the pointed ftone,

A cryftal pavement, by the breath of heaven

Cemented firm ; till, feiz'd from more to fliore, 739
The whole imprjtbn'd river growls below.

Loud rings the frozen earth, and hard reflects

A double noife ; while, at his evening watch,

The village dog deters the nightly thief;

The heifer lows ; the dirtant water-fall 73$
Swells in the breeze ; and, with the hafly tread

Of traveller, the hollow-founding plain
Shakes
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Shakes from afar. The full ethereal round,
Infinite worlds

difclofing to the view,

Shines out intenfely keen ; and, all one cope 740:.
Of ftarry glitter, glows from pole to pole.
From pole to pole the rigid influence falls,

Thro' the ftill night, inceflant, heavy, ftrong,
And feizes Nature fait. It freezes on ;

Till morn, late-rifing o'er the drooping world, 745
Lifts her pale eye unjoyous. Then appears
The various labour of the filent night :

Prone from the dripping eave, and dumb cafcade,

Whofe idle torrents only feem to roar,

The pendant icicle ; the froft-work fair, 750
Where tranfient hues, and fancy'd figures rife ;

Wide-fpouted o'er the hill, the frozen brook,

A livid traft, cold-gleaming on the morn ;

The foreft bent beneath the plumy wave ;

And by the froil refin'd the whiter fnow, 755
Jncrufted hard, and founding to the tread

Of early (hepherd, as he penfive feeks

His pining flock, or from the mountain top,

JPleas'd with the flippery furface, fwift defcends.

ON blithfome frolicks bent, the youthful fwains, 760
While every work of Man is laid at rell,

jFond o'er the river croud, in various fport

And revelry difiblv'd ; where mixing glad,

Happieft of all the train ! the raptur'd boy

Lafhes tlie whirling .top. Or, where the Rhine 765
Branch'd
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Branch'd out in many a long canal extends,

From every province fwarming, void of care,

Batavia rufhes forth ; and, as they fweep,

On founding fkates, a thoufand different ways,

In circling poife, fwift as the winds, along, 770
The then gay land is maddened all to joy.

Nor lefs the northern courts, wide o'er the fnow,

'Pour a new pomp. Eager, on rapid fleds,

Their vigorous youth in bold contention wheel

The long-refounding courfe. Mean-time, to raife 775
The manly ftrife, with highly blooming charms,

Flufh'd by the feafon, Scandinavians dames,

Or RuJJia's buxom daughters glow around.

PURE, quick, and fportful, is the wholefome day;
But foon elaps'd. The horizontal fun, 780
Broad o'er the fouth, hangs at his utmoft noon :

And, ineffectual, ftrikes the gelid cliff :

His azure glofs the mountain (till maintains,

Nor feels the feeble touch. Perhaps the vale

Relents a while to the reflected ray; 785
Or from the forefl falls the clufler'd fnow,

Myriads ofgems, that in the waving gleam

Gay-twinkle as they fcatter. Thick around

Thunders the fport of thofe, who with the gun,
And dog impatient bounding at the fliot, 790
Worfe than the feafon, defolate the fields ;

And, adding to the ruins of the year,

Diftrefs the footed or the feathered game.

4 BUT
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BUT what is this ? Our infant Winter finks,

Diverted of his grandeur, (hould our eye 79$
AftonifiVd moot into the Frigid Zone ;

Where, for relentlefs months, continual night

Holds o'er the glittering wafte her ftarry reign

THERE, thro' the prifon of unbounded wilds,

Barr'd by the hand of Nature from efcape, 800

Wide-roams the RuJJtan exile. Nought around

Strikes his fad eye, but defarts loft in fnow ;

And heavy-loaded groves ; and folid floods,

That flretch, athwart the folitary vaft,

Their icy horrors to the frozen main ; 805
And chearlefs towns far-diitant, never blefs'd,

Save when its annual courfe the caravan

Bends to the golden coaft of rich *
Cathay,

With news of human-kind. Yet there life glows ;

Yet cherifh'd there, beneath the mining wafte, 810

The furry nations harbour ; tipt with jet,

Fair ermines, fpotlefs as the fnows they prefs ;

Sables, of glofly black ; and dark-embrown'd,

Or beauteous freakt with many a mingled hue,

Thoufands befides, the coflly pride of courts. 815

There, warm together prefs'd, the trooping deer

Sleep on the new-fallen fnows ; and, fcarce his head

Rais'd o'er the heapy wreath, the branching elk

Lies numbering fullen in the white abyfs,

* The old name for China.

K The
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The ruthlefs hunter wants nor dogs nor toils, 820

Nor with the dread of founding bows h drives

The fearful flying race ; with ponderous clubs,

As weak againft the mountain-heaps they pufli

Their beating breaft in vain, and piteous bray,

He lays them quivering on th' enfanguin'd fnows, 825
And with loud fhouts rejoicing bears them home.

There thro' the piny foreft half-abforpt,

Kough tenant of thefe fhades, the fhapelefs bear,

With dangling ice all "horrid, ftalks forlorn-f

(>!ow-pac'd, and fourer as the florms increafe, 830
He makes his bed beneath th' inclement drift,

And, with Hern patience, fcorning weak complaint,
Hardens his heart againft aflailing want.

WIDE o'er the fpacious regions of the north,

That fee Bootes urge his tardy wain, 835
A boifterous race, by frofty

* Cawus pierc'd,

"Who little pleafure know and fear -no pain,

Prolific fwarm. They once relum'd the flame

Of loft mankind in polifh'd flavery funk,

Drove martial f horde on horde, with dreadful fvveep
Refifilefs rufhing o'er th' enfeebled fouth, 841
And gave the vanquifh'd world another form.

Not fuch the fons of Lapland
'

: wifely they

Defpife th' infenfate barbarous trade of war ^

They afk no more than iimple Nature gives, 845

* The North-Weft Wind.

$ Tbt wandering Scjtbl&x-a^>

They
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Tkey love their mountains and enjoy their ftorms.

No falfe defires, no pride-created wants,

Difturb the peaceful current of their time ;

And thro' the refllefs ever-tortur'd maze

Of pleafure, or ambition, bid it rage. 8^0
Their rain-deer form their riches. Thefe their tents

Their robes, their beds, and all their homely wealth

Supply, their wholefome fare, and chearful cops.

Obfequious at their call, the docile tribe

Yield to the fled their necks, and whirl them fwift 85$
O'er hill and dale, heap'd into one expanfe

Of marbled fnow, as far as eye can fvveep

With a bluecruft of ice unbounded glaz'd.

By dancing meteors then, that ceafelefs make

A waving blaze refracted o'er the heavens, 86

And vivid moons, and liars that keener play

With doubled luftre from the glofly vcafte,

Even in the depth of Polar Ar

/V/, they find

.A wondrous day : enough to light the chafe,

Or guide their daring fteps to Finland-fairs. 865
Wiih'd Spring returns ; and from the hazy fouth,

While dim Aurora flowly moves before,

The welcome fun, juft verging up at firft,

By fmall degrees extends the fwelling curve !

Till feen at laft for gay rejoicing months, 870
Still round and round, his fpiral courfe he winds,

And as he nearly dips his flaming orb,

Wheels up again, and reafcends the ficy.

In that glad feafon, from the lakes and floods,

K 2 Where
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Where pure

* Niemfs fairy mountains rife, 875

And fring'd with rofes f Tenglio rolls his ftream,

They draw the copious fry. With thefe, at eve,

They chearful-loaded to their tents repair ;

Where, all day long in ufeful cares employ'd,

Their kind unblemifti'd wives the fire prepare. 83o

Thrice happy race ! by poverty fecur'd

From legal plunder and rapacious power :

In whom fell intereft never yet has fown

The feeds of vice : whofe fpotlefs fwains ne'er knew

Injurious deed, nor, blafted by the breath 885
Of faithlefs love, their blooming daughters woe.

STILL prefling on, beyond Tornea's lake,

.And Hecla flaming thro' a wafte of fno\v,

And fartheft Greenland, to the pole itfelf,

Where, failing gradual, life at length goes out, 890

M. de Maufertuis, in his book on the Figure of the

after having defcribed the beautiful Lake and Moun-
tain of Niemi in Lapland, fays

" From tbit height ive bad
*'

opportunity feveral times to fee tbofe vapours rife from the Lake
" which the people of the country call Haltios, and ivbUb they deem
<(

to be the guardian Spirits of the Mountains. We bad been

"frighted iv'ttb ftoriet of Bears that taunted this place, butfaw
*'

none. It feem'd rather a place of nfort for Fairies and Genii,
'

than Start."

f The fame Author obferves r-
" / ivat furprted to fee"

upon tbe banks of this river (the Tenglio) Rofes of as
lively a red

"
e: any that are in wr gardens

"

The



W I N T E R. 197

The Mufe expands her folitary flight ;

And, hovering o'er the wild ftupendous fcene,

Beholds new feas beneath * another iky.

Thron'd in his palace of cerulean ice,

Here WINTER holds his unrejoicing court; 895

And thro' his airy hall the loud mifrule

Of driving tempeft is for ever heard :

Here the grim tyrant meditates his wrath ;

Here arms his winds with all-fubduing froil ;

Moulds his fierce hail, and treafures up his fnows, 900
With which he now opprefles half the globe.

THENCE winding, eaftward to the Tartar's coaft,

She fweeps the howling margin of the main ;

Where undiflblving, from the firft of time,

Snows fwell on fnows amazing to the Iky ; 905
And icy mountains high on mountains pil'd,

Seem to the fhivering failor from afar,

Shapelefs and white, an atmofphere of clouds.

Projected huge, and horrid, o'er the furge,

Alps frown on Alps ; or ruming hideous down, 910
As if old Chaos was again return'd,

Wide-rend the deep, and make the folid pole.

Ocean itfelf no longer can refill

The binding fury ; but, in all its rage
Of tempeft taken by the boundlefs froft, 915
Is many a fathom to the bottom chain'd,

* The other Hemifphere.

K 3 And
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And bid to roar no more : a bleak

Shagg'd o'er with wavy rocks, chearlefs, and void

Of every life, that from the dreary months

Flies confcious fouthward. Miferable they ! 920

Who, here entangled in the gathering iee,

Take their laft look of the defcending fun ;

While, full of death, and fierce with tenfold froft,

The long Jong night, incumbent o'er their heads,

Falls horrible. Such was the f BRITON'S fate, 0.25

As wither/? prow, (what have not BRITONS dar'd !)

He for the paflage fought, attempted fmce

So much in vain, and feeming to be fhut

By jealous Nature with eternal bars.

In thefe fell regions, in Arzina caught, 930
And to the flony deep his idle fhip

Immediate feal'd, he with his haplefs crew,

Each full exerted at his feveral tafk,

Froze into ftatues ; to the cordage glued
The failor, and the pilot to the helm. 935

HA R D by thefe mores, where fcarce his freezing flreanv

Rolls the wild Oby> live the laft of Men ;

And half enlivened by the diftant fun,

That rears and ripens Man, as well as plants,

Here human Nature wears its rudeft form. 940

Deep from the piercing feafon funk in caves,

f Sir HUGH WILLOUGHBY, fent by Q.UIZN ELIZABETH

toxiifcover the North-Eaft Paffagc,

Here
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Here by dull fires, and with unjoyous cheer,

They waite the tedious gloom. Immers'd in furs y

Doze the grofs race. Nor fprightly jeft, nor fong,

Nor tendernefs they know ; nor aught of life,, 945

Beyond the kindred bears that (talk without.

Till morn at length, her rofes drooping all,

Sheds a long twilight brightening o'er their fields,.

And calls the quivered favage to the chace.

WHAT cannot a&ive government perform, 950

New-moulding Man ? Wide-ftretching from tliefe

A people favage from remoteft time, [fhores,

A huge neglected empire ONE VAST MIND,

By HEAVEN infpir'd, from Gothic darknefs call'd.

Immortal PETER ! firft of monarchs 1 He 955.

His ilubborn country tam'd, her rocks, her fens,

Her floods, her feas, her ill-fubmitting fons j.

And while the fierce Barbarian he fubdu'd,,

To more exalted foul he rais'd the Man.

Ye ihades of ancient heroes, ye who toil'd 960
Thro' long fucceflive ages to build up
A labouring plan of ftate, behold at once

The wonder done ! behold the matchlefs prince !

Who left his native throne, where reign'd till then

A mighty fliadow of unreal power ; 965
Who greatly fpurn'd the flothful pomp of courts ;

And roaming every land, in every port

His fceptre laid afide, with glorious hand

Unwearied plying the mechanic tool,

K 4 Gathered
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Gathered the feeds of trade, of ufeful arts, 970
Of civil wifdom, and of martial fkill.

Charg'd with the (lores of Europe home he goes !

Then cities rife amid th' illumin'd wafte ;

O'er joylefs defarts fmiles the rural reign ;

Far-diftant flood to flood is focial join'd ; 975
Th* aftonifh'd Euxine hears the Baltick roar ;

Proud navies ride on feas that never foam'd

With daring keel before ; and armies flretch

Each way their dazzling files, reprefling here

The frantic Alexander of the north, 980
And awing there ftern Otbman's fhrinking fons.

Sloth flies the land, and Ignorance, and Vice,

Of old diflionour proud : it glows around,

Taught by the ROYAL HAND that rous'd the whole,

One fcene of arts, of arms, of riling trade : 985
For what his wifdom plann'd, and power enforced,

More potent flill, his great example fhew'd.

MUTTERING, the winds at eve, with blunted point,

Blow hollow-bluftering from the fouth. Subdu'd,

The froft refolves into a trickling thaw. 990

Spotted the mountains fhine ; loofe fleet defcends,

And floods the country round. The rivers fwell,

Of bonds impatient. Sudden from the hills,

O'er rocks and woods, in broad brown cataradls,

A thoufand fnow-fed torrents Ihoot at once ; 995

And, where they rum, the wide-refounding plain

Is left one flimy wafte. Thofe fallen feas,

That
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That wafli'd th' ungenial pole, will reft no more

Beneath the ihackles of the mighty north ;

But, roufmg all their waves, refiillefs heave. 1000

And hark ! the lengthening roar continuous runs

Athwart the rifted deep : at once it burfts,

And piles a thoufand mountains to the clouds.

Ill fares the bark with trembling wretches charg'd,

That, toft amid the floating fragments, moors 1005

Beneath the fhelter of an icy ifle,

While night overwhelms the fea, and horror looks

More horrible. Can human force endure

Th* afTembled mifchiefs that befiege them round ?

Heart-gnawing hunger, fainting wearinefs, 1010

The roar of winds and waves, the crufh of ice,

Now ceafing, now renew'd with louder rage,

And in dire echoes bellowing round the main.

More to embroil the deep, Leviathan

And his unwieldy train, in dreadful fport, 1015

Tempeft the loofened brine, while thro' the gloom,

Far, from the bleak inhofpitable more,

Loading the winds, is heard the hungry howl

Of famim'd monfters, there awaiting wrecks.

Yet PROVIDENCE, that ever-waking eye, 1020

Looks down with pity on the feeble toil

Of mortals loft to hope, and lights them fafe,

Thro' all this dreary labyrinth of fate.

'Tis done! dread Wi NT ERfpreads his lateft glooms,

And reigns tremendous o'er the conquered year. 1025

How
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How dead the vegetable kingdom lies !

How dumb the tuneful ! Horror wide extends

His defolate domain* Behold, fond Man !

See here thy pi&ur'd life ; pafs fome few years,

Thy flowering Spring, thy Summer's ardent ftrength,.

Thy fober Autumn fading into age, 1031
And pale concluding Winter comes at laft,

And fhuts the. fcene. Ah 1 whither now are fled,

Thofe dreams of greatnefs ? thofe unfolid hopes

Of happinefs ? thofe longings, after fame ? 1035,

Thofe reftlefs cares ? thofe bufy bu&ling days ?

Thofe gay-fpent, feitive nights : thofe veering thoughts.

3Loft between good and ill, that fhar'd thy life ?

All now are vanifh'd! VIRTUE fole-furvives,

Immortal never-failing friend of Man, 1040
His guide to happinefs on high. And fee 1

'Tis come, the glorious morn ! the fecond birth

Of heaven, and earth ! awakening Nature hears

The neiv creating wordy and flarts to life,

Ja every heightened form, from pain and death 1045
For ever free. The great eternalfcheme,

Involving all, and in a perfetf whole

Uniting, as the profpeft wider fpreads,

To reafon's eye refin'd clears up apace.

Ye vainly wife ! ye blind prefumptuous ! now, 105*
Confounded in the dull, adore that POWER,
And WISDOM oft arraign'd : fee now the caufe,

Why unafluming worth in fecret liv'd,

And dy'd, negle&ed : why the good Man's lharc
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In life was gall and bitternefs of foul : 1O55-

Why the lone widow and her orphans pin'd

In ftarving folitude ; while luxury,

In palaces, lay {training her low thought,

To form unreal wants : why heaven-born truth>

Ana moderation fair, wore the red marks 1060

Of fuperftition's fcourge : why licens'd pain,

That cruel fpoiler, that embofom'd foe,

Imbittered all our blifs. Ye good diftreft !

Ye noble few ! who here unbending ftand

Beneath life's prefTure, yet bear up a while, 1065
And what your bounded view, which only faw

A little part, deem'd Evil, is no more :

The ftorms of WINTRY TIME will quickly pafs,

And one unbounded SPRING encircle alL

A HYMN
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HYMN,
THESE,

as they change, ALMIGHTY FATHER,

thefe,

Are but the varied GOD. The rolling year
Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleafmg Spring
THY beauty walks, THY tendernefs and love.

Wide flufh the fields ; the foftening air is balm ; 5

Echo the mountains round ; the foreil fmiles ;

And every fenfe, and every heart is joy.

Then comes THY glory in the Summer-months,

With light and heat refulgent. Then THY fun

Shoots full perfection thro* the fwelling year: 10

And oft THY voice in dreadful thunder fpeaks ;

And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling -eve,

By brooks and groves, in hollow-whifpering gales,

THY bounty mines in Autumn unconfin'd,

And fpreads a common feaft for all that lives. 15

In Winter awful THOU ! with clouds and ftorms

Around
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Around THEE thrown, -icmpeft o'er temped roll'd,

Majeftic darknefs ! on the whirlwind's wing,

Riding fublime, THOU bidft the world adore,

And humbleft Nature with THY northern blaft. 20

MYSTERIOUS round! what /kill, what force divine,

Deep felt, in thefe appear ! a fimple train,

Yet fo delightful mix'd, with fuch kind art,

Such beauty and beneficence combin'd ;

Shade, unperceiv'd, fo foftening into made ; 25
And all fo forming an harmonious whole ;

That, as they Hill fucceed, they ravifii ftill.

But wandering oft, with krute unconfcious gaze,
Man marks not THEE, marks not the mighty hand,

That, ever-bufy, wheels the filent fpheres j 30

Works in the fecret deep ; Ihoots, {learning., thence

The fair profufion that o'erfpreads the Spring :

Flings from the fun direct the flaming day ;

Feeds every creature ; 'hurls the tempeft forth j

And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 35

With tranfport touches all the fprings of life.

NATURE, attend ! join every living foul,

Beneath the fpacious temple of the iky,

In adoration join ; and, ardent, raife

One general fong ! To HIM, ye vocal gales,. 40
Breathe foft, whofe SPIRIT in your freihnefs breathes :

Oh talk of HIM in folitary glooms !

Where, o'er the rock, the fcarcely waving pine

4 Fills
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Fills the brown fhade with a religious awe.

And ye, whofe bolder note is heard afar, 45
Who fhake th' aflonifh'd world, lift high to heaven

Th' impetuous fong, and fay from whom you rage.

His praife, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills ;

And let me catch it as I mufe along.

Ye headlong torrents, rapid, and profound ; 50
Ye fofter floods, that lead the humid maze

Along the vale ; and thou, majeftic main,

A fecret world of wonders in thyfelf,

Sound His ftupendous praife : whofe greater voice

Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 55

Soft-roll your incenfe, herbs, and fruits, and flowers,

In mingled clouds to HIM ; whofe fun exalts,

Whofe breath perfumes you, and whofe pencil paints.

Ye forefts bend, ye harvefts wave, to Hi M ;

Breathe your ftill fong into the reaper's heart, 60

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon.

Ye that keep watch in heaven, as earth afleep

Unconfcious lies, effufe your mildeil beams,

Ye conitellations, while your angels (hike,

Amid the fpangled fky, the filver lyre. 65
Great fource of day ! bed image here below

Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide,

From world to world, the vital ocean round,

On Nature write with every beam His praife.

The thunder rolls: be hufh'd the proftrate world; 70
While cloud to cloud returns the folemn hymn.
JJleat out afrelh, ye hills : ye mofly rocks,

Return
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Retain the found : the broad refponfive lowe,

Ye valleys, raife ; for the 'GREAT SH EPHERD- reign s ;

And his unfuffering kingdom yet will come. 75
Ye woodlands all, awake: a botmdlefs fong
Burft from the groves i and when the reftlefs day,

Expiring, lays the warbling world afleep,

fhyeeteft of birds ! fweet Philomela, charm

The liftening fhades, and teach the nightHi s praife. 80

Ye chief, for whom the whole creation fmiles,

At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all,

Crown the great hymn ! in fwarming cities vail,

Aflembled men, to the deep organ join

The long-refounding voice, oft-breaking clear, 8|
At folemn paufes, through the fwelling bafe ;

And, as each mingling flame increafes each,

In one united ardor rife to heaven.

Or if you rather chufe the rural made,

And find a fane in every facred grove; 9
There let the (hepherd's flute, the virgin's lay,

The prompting feraph, and the poet's lyre,

Still fmg the GOD of SEASONS, as they roll.

For me, when I forget the darling theme,

Whether the bloflbm blows, the fummer-ray 95
RufTets the plain, infpiring Autumn gleams ;

Qr Winter rifes in the blackening eaft ;

Be my tongue mute, may fancy paint no more,

A ad, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat !

SHOUL
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SHOULD fate command me to the fartheft verge 100

Of the green earth, to diftant barbarous climes,

Rivers unknown to fong; where firft the fun

Gilds Indian mountains, or his fetting beam

Flames on th' Atlantic iiles ; 'tis nought to me :

Since GOD is ever prefent, ever felt, 105

In the void wafte as in the city full ;

And where HE vital breathes there muft be joy.

When even at laft the folemn hour fliall come,

And wing my myftic flight to future worlds,

I chearful will obey j there, with new powers, no
Will rifing wonders fmg: I cannot go
Where UNIVERSAL LOVE not fmiles around,

Suftaining all yon orbs, and all their fons ;

From feeming Evil fall educing Good,

And Better thence again, and Better Mill, 115
In infinite progrefiion. But I lofe

Myfelf in HIM, in LIGHT INEFFABLE !

Come then, expreffive filence, mufe HIS praife.

THEE N J).
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